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ANNOUNCEMENT. 


This  Book  is  offered  to  the  public  with  the  diffidence  natural  to  a  first  ven- 
ture. That  diffidence  is  increased  by  the  fact  that  so  few  of  my  sex  have 
attempted  the  compilation  of  a  music  book.  Had  I  been  unaided  I  should  have 
hesitated;  but  fortunately,  my  old  time  musical  preceptor,  Dr.  Jos.  P.  Holbrook, 
came  to  my  assistance,  with  his  experience  as  a  compiler  and  composer,  adding 
several  of  his  own  compositions  never  before  published.  This  has  given  me  a 
confidence  which  I  otherwise  lacked,  and  emboldens  me  to  submit  "Singing  on  the 
Way,"  unhesitatingly,  to  the  public,  and  to  solicit  for  the  work  a  share  of  that 
generous  consideration  so  largely  bestowed  by  Sunday-school  officials,  upon  col- 
lections of  sacred  songs  made  in  the  special  interest  of  children. 

I  desire  here  to  gratefully  express  thanks  for  assistance  rendered,  and  for  kind 
permission  to  use  many  very  excellent  and  popular  pieces,  to  the  Rev.  E.  P. 
Parker,  D.D.,  author  of  the  S.  S.  Hymnal,  Prof.  Jas.  H.  Fillmore,  of  Cincinnati, 
Mess.  Jno.  Church  &  Co.,  Cincinnati,  Mess.  S.  Brainard,  Sons  &  Co.,  of  Cleveland, 
Dr.  Geo.  F.  Root,  and  Prof.  T.  Martin  Towne,  also  Mess.  Towne  &  Stilhnan,  of 
Chicago,  Mr.  H.  C.  Camp,  Mj.  F.  L.  Armstrong,  Mess.  A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co.,  and 

Mess.  0.  Ditsou  &  Co. 

BELLE  M.  JEWETT, 

New  Yoek. 
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SINGING  ON  THE  WAY. 
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OPENING  OF  SCHOOLi. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 
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Our  Father,  which  art  in  Heaven,  hallowed  |  be  Thy  |  Name:  ||  Thy  kingdom 
come:  Thy  will  be  done  in  |  earth*  as  it  |  is  in  |  Heaven. 

Giv6  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread ;  1|  And  forgive  us  our  debts  as  ]  we  for-  | 
give  our  |  debtors; 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  |  us  from  |  evil ;  |1  For  Thine  is 
the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  |  glory  for-  ]  ever.    "A-  |  men. 
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Glo  -  ry    be        to    the   Fa  -  ther,      and    to        the    Son,  and   to     the 
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Ho    -     ly        Ghost;        As     it    was      in      the     be -gin  -  ning,     is 
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now,  and  ev  -  er  shall  be,      world  without  end.     A    -   men.     A   -   men. 
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Ps.  XCT. 

1  O  come,  let  us  sing  «n-  f  to  the  ]  Lord ; 

Let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength  of  |  our  sal-  ]  ration. 

2  Let  us  come  before  His  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving; 
And  show  ourselves  |  glad  in  |  Him  with  j  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great —  |  God; 
And  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove  all  |  gods. 

4  In  His  hands  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth, 
And  the  strength  of  the  |  hills  is  |  His —  |  also. 


5  The  sea  is  His,  |  and  He  |  made  it; 
And  His  hands  pre-  |  pared  the  |  dry- 


land. 


6  O  come,  let  us  worship,  |  and  fall  |  down; 
And  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord,  our  ]  Maker: 

7  For  He  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God; 

And  we  are  the  people  of  His  pasture,  and  the  |  sheep  of  \  His —  |  hand. 

8  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauiy  of  |  holiness; 
Let  the  whole  earth  |  stand  in  |  awe  of  ]  Him: 

9  For  He  cometh,  for  He  cometh,  to  |  judge  the  |  earth; 

And  with  righteousness  to  judge  the  world,  and  the  [  people  |  with  His  |  truth. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son, 

And  I  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be. 

World  I  without  j  end.    A-  j  men. 


GLORIA  IN  EXCELSIS. 
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Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high :  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace,  good  |  will  towards  |  men. 
We  praise  Thee,  we  bless  Thee,  we  |  worship  |  Thee;  |1  we  glorify  Thee,  we  give 
thanks  to  |  Thee  for  |  Thy  great  |  glory. 
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O  Lord  God,  |  Heavenly  |  King:  ||  God  the  |  Father  |  Al  —  |  mighty! 
O  Lord,  the  only-begotten  Son  |  Jesus  |  Christ:  ||  O  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  God, 
Son  —  I  of  the  |  Father, 
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That  takest  away  the  |  sins  of  the  j  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 
Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 
Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  of  the  |  world,  |1  re-  |  ceive  our  |  prayer. 
Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  |  Father,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  I  us. 
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For  Thou  only  [  art  —  |  holy:  ||  Thou  |  only  ] 
Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  the  ]  Holy  |  Ghost, 
God  the  I  Father.  ||  A-  |  men. 


art  the  I  Lord. 

art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  of 


"LET  THE  WOEDS  OF  MY  MOUTH." 
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Let  the  words  of     my  mouth,  and  the  med  •  i  •  ta  -  tion  of     my 
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O  Lord,    my  strength,  O  Lord,  my 


strength,  and  my    Ke  -  deem  -  er. 
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THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. 
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Ps.  xxiU. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  ]  shall  not  |  want.  \  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down 
in  green  pastures ;  He  leadeth  me  beside  the  |  still  —  |  waters. 

2  He  restoreth  my  soul ;  He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  His  | 
name's  —  |  sake.  I|  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death,  I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  Thou  art  with  me;  Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff] 
they  —  I  comfort  me. 

3  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies:  Thou 
anointest  my  head  with  oil:  my  |  cup  .  .  runneth  |  over.  ||  Surely  goodness 
and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life;  and  I  will  dwell  in  the 
house  of  the  j  Lord,  for  |  ever.  ||  A-  |  men. 


GOD  BLESS  OUR  SCHOOL. 


with  TlKor. 
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1.  God  bless  our  school !  Sing  to  the  praise  of  God  most  high ;  Sing  howHe  sent  His 

2.  God  bless  our  school !  Bring  all  the  wand'ring  children  in,Bring  all  the  heirs  of 
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Son  to    die;  Sing  how  He  brings  sal-va-tion  nigh:  God  bless  our  school ! 
death  and  sin,  Bring  them  im-mor-tal  life    to    win ;  God   bless  our  school ! 
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4.  God  bless  our  school  1 
Fill  all  our  hearts  with  heavenly  grace. 
Lead  us  in  love  to  that  blest  place 
Where  we  shall  see  our  Savior's  face. 
God  bless  our  school  i 


3.  God  bless  our  school ! 
Teach  us  the  word  of  truth  to  know, 
Teach  us  in  Christian  strength  to  grow, 
Teach  us  to  serve  Thee  here  below  I 
Crod  bless  our  school  t 


8         HOLY,  HOLY,  HOLY  I  LORD  GOD  ALMIGHTY. 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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Lord  God     Al  -  might  -  y ! 
all  the  saints  a  -  dore  Thee; 


1.  Ho 

2.  Ho 


ly,     Ho-ly, 


T 

Ho 


ly! 


ly,     Ho  -  ly,     Ho    -    lyl 


aft 


i-J    !-J 


s 


f  f  -  ; 


'^m 


*: 


£ 


8-J  ■  J'  J 


[^ 


S 


f=T 


T-H^ 


^ 


Ear  -  ly       in      the  morn-ing    our  song  shall  rise      to  Thee; 
Cast  -  ing  down  their  golden  crowns  around   the  glass-  y     sea; 
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Ho  -  ly,     Ho  -  ly,    Ho    -    ly !    mer  -  ci  -  f ul      and  might  -  y ; 
C3ier-u  -  bim  and    Ser    -    aphim  fall -ing   down   be -fore    Thee, 
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God         in  Three  Per    -    sons,    Bless  -  ed     Trin  -  i    - 
"Which    wert,  and  art,       and         ev  -  er    more  shalt 
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3  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  though  the  darkntss  hide  Thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  Holy :  There  is  none  beside  Thee 
Perfect  in  power,  in  Icve,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  Lord  God  Almighty! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  Name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea: 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  merciful  and  mighty; 

God  in  Three  Persons,  Blessed  Trinity  I    Amen. 
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ALLELUIA!  FAIREST  MORNING. 


R.  Brown  Borthwick. 
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rest  -  day      of      the    soul!  Light  up  -  on 
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Of     life's  toil  and    care       to    -    day ;  While  this  morn  of      joy    and 
From  thy  bless -ed      moments        roll!  Ho  -  ly,  hap  -  py,    heav'nly 
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Thou  canst  charm  our  grief 


1r 

a  -  hove, 
a    -   way. 


m^^ 


-*-i^ 


=^ 


A    -    men. 


—C- 


zs: 


f3P 


■t- 


3.  In  the  gladness  of  His  worship 
We  will  seek  our  joy  to-day: 
It  is  then  we  learn  the  fullness 
Of  the  grace  for  which  we  pray, 
When  the  word  of  life  is  given, 
Like  the  Sa^'^r's  vo  W  from  heaven . 


4  Let  the  day  with  Thee  be  ended, 
As  with  Thee  it  has  begun; 
And  Thy  blessing,  Lord,  be  granted. 
Till  earth's  days  and  weeks  are  done ; 
That  at  last  Thy  servants  may 
Keep  pternal  Sabbath-day.  Amen. 
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NOW  THE  SHADES  OF  NIGHT  ABE  GONE. 


Blumenthal. 
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1.  Now  the  Bhades  of  night  are    gone ;  Now  the  morning  light    is     come; 
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Lord,  may  we  be    thine  to  -  day;  Drive  the  shades  of     sin        a  -  way. 
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2.  Fill  our  souls  with  heav'nty    light;  Ban-ish  doubtand    clear  our  sight; 


ypm^pf  rfiff  Vf  \f-[^ 


H  J  J  JIJ  J  faiji  J  f-3lj,;',il 


In    thy  serv-ice,  Lord,  to  -  day,      May  we     la  -  bor,   watch  and  pray. 
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3  Keep  our  wayward  passions  bound ; 
Save  us  from  our  foes  around ; 
Going  out  and  coming  in, 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  sin. 


4  When  our  work  of  life  is  pastj 
Oh,  receive  us  then  at  last; 
Night  and  sin  will  be  no  more 
When  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore 
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NOW  THE  DAY  IS  OVEE. 


J.  Baknby. 
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1.  Now  the  day  is 
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2  Jesus,  give  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose; 

"With  Thy  tenderest  blessing 

May  our  eyelids  close. 

3  Grant  to  little  children 

Visions  bright  of  Thee; 
Guard  the  sailors  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 


4  Through  the  long  night-watches, 

May  Thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Watching  round  my  bed. 

5  When  the  morning  wakens. 

Then  may  I  arise. 
Pure  and  fresh  and  ainlesa 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 


ALL  FOR  GOD. 


F.  R.  Havebgal. 
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1.  Take  my  life    and  let 
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Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
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At     the  im  -  pulse  of    Thy  love. 
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2  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee; 
Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always  only  for  my  King. 

3  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold — 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold  ; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days — 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 


4  Take  my  will  and  make  it  Thine — 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine  ; 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  thine  own  : 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

5  Take  my  love  ;  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store ; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee. 
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SUN  OF  MY  SOUL,  THOU  SAVIOR  DEAR. 


John  Keble. 
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1.  Sun       of        my    soul,      thou  Sav    -    ior  dear, 
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"AMdewUhus."    Luke  24:  29. 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Savior's  breast. 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  can  not  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned,  to-day,  the  voice  divine. 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  w«rld  our  way  we  take; 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love, 

We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


1  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  life,  and  power,  and  thought. 

2  New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray; 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven, 
New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heavea, 

3  If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 

New  treasures  still  of  countless  price 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

4  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask: 
Room  to  deny  ourselves;  a  road 

To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

5  Only,  O  Lord,  In  Thy  dear  love 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 
And  help  us,  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

John  Kebije. 


THE  DAY  IS  PAST  AND  OVER. 
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A.  H.  Brown. 
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1.  The  day      is      past    and    o  -  ver;     All  thanks,  O    Lord!  to    Thee; 
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We   pray  thee  now    that  sin  -  less    The  hours    of      dark  may   be ; 
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O    Je  -  sus!  keep  us    in  thy  sight,  And  guard  us  thro'  the  coming  night. 
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2  The  day  is  past  and  over ; 

We  raise  our  hymn  to  thee ; 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be ; 
O  Jesus !  keep  us  in  thy  sight. 
And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night. 


3  Be  thou  our  souls'  preserver, 
O  God  !  for  thou  dost  know 

How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  we  have  to  go ; 

O  loving  Jesus !  hear  our  call, 

And  guard  and  save  us  from  them  all. 


PRAISE  GOD  FROM  WHOM  ALL  BLESSINGS  FLOW. 


L.  M. 
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1.  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow;  PraiseHim,all  creatures  here  below. 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,  ye  heavenly  host ;  Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Ho-ly  Ghost, 
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14         "WE  MARCH,  WE  MARCH  TO  VICTORY." 

J.  BABN'BY. 
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We  march,  we  march    to    vie  -  to  -  ry,  With  the  Cross  of    the  Lord  be 
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fore      us,  With  His  lov  -  ing      eye  look-ing  down  from  the  sky,  And  His 
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Ho  -  ly  Arm  spread  o'er    us,    His    Ho  -  ly      Arm  spread  o'er  us.  1.  We 
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come  in  the  might  of  the  Lord  of  Light,  In  gladsome  train  to    meet  Him; 
tread  to  the  roll    of  the  or -ganswell,With  the  watchword  duly      giv-en; 
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And  we  put  to  flight  the  arm-ies  of  night,  That  the  sons  of  the  day  may 
And  we  challenge  the  Prince  of  the  Hosts  of  Hell      To     fight  for  the  Gates  of 
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WE  MARCH,  WE  MAEOH  TO  VICTORY.    Concluded.    15 
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greet  Him,  The  sons  of  the  day  may  greet  Him.  We  march,  we  march    to 
Heav-en:  To  fight  for  the  Gates  of    Heav-en.  We  march,  etc. 
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vie  -  to  -  ry,   With    the  Cross    of      the  Lord    be  -  fore      us,  With    His 
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lov  -  ing  eye  look-ing  down  from  the  sky.  And  His  Holy  Arm  spread  o'er  us 
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His     Ho  -  ly      Arm  spread  o'er 


(2d  verse.') 
US.    We       o'er 


A  -  men. 
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His    Arm 

3  And  the  choir  of  Angels  with  songs 
awaits 
Our  march  to  the  golden  Sion ; 
For  our  Captain  has  broken  the  bra- 
zen gates 
And  burst  the  bars  of  iron: 
We  march,  we  march,  etc. 


4  Then  onward  we  march,  our  arms  to 
prove, 
With  the  banner  of  Christ  before  us. 
With  His  eye  of  love  looking  down 
from  above, 
And  His  Holy  Arm  spread  o'er  us. 
We  march,  we  march,  etc. 


16  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS. 

8.  Baring  Gould.  A.  8.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Onward,  Christian  Soldiers,  Marching  as  to  war, With  the  cross  of  Jesus 
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Going  on  be  -  fore.  Christ,  the  royal    Mas  -  ter,  Leads  against  the  foe ; 
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Forward  in-to     bat  -  tie,  See,  his  banners  go!  Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 
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Marching  as  to    war,         With  the  cross  of  Jesus    Go-ing  on  be  -  fore. 
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2  At  the  sign  of  triumph 

Satan's  host  doth  flee; 
On  then,  Christian  soldiers, 

On  to  victory. 
Hell's  foundations  quiver 

At  the  shout  of  praise ; 
Brothers,  lift  your  voices. 

Loud  your  anthems  raise. 

3  Like  a  mighty  army 

Moves  the  Church  of  God ; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod ; 
We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine, 

One  in  charity. 


4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  can  not  fail. 

5  Onward,  then,  ye  people. 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ,  the  King, 
This  through  countless  agef 

Men  and  angels  sing. 


BEIGHTLY  GLEAMS  OUR  BANNER. 
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T.  J.  Potter. 


Haydn. 


1.  Brightly  gleams  our  lianner,  Pointing  to  the  pky,  Waving  wand'rers  onward 

2.  Jesus,  Lord  and  Mas-ter,     At  Thy  sa-cred  feet,  Here  with  hearts  rejoicing 
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To  their  home  on  high.  Journeying  o'er  the  desert,  Gladly  thus  we   pray, 
See  Thy  childreu  meet :  Often  have  we  left  Thee,      Often  gone  a  -  stray, 
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And  with  hearts  unit-  ed  Take  our  heavenward  way.  Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 
Keep  us,  mighty  Savior,    In  the  narrow  way.     Brightly  gleams,  etc. 
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Pointing  to  the  sky,  Waving  wand'rers  onward  To  their  home  on  high.  A  -  men. 
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3  All  our  days  direct  us 
In  the  way  we  go, 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe ; 
Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lour, 
Pardon  Thou  and  save  us 
In  the  last  dread  hour. 
Brightly  gleams,  Btc. 


4  Then  with  saints  and  angels 
May  we  join  above. 
Offering  prayers  and  praises 

At  Thy  throne  of  love ; 
When  the  toil  is  over, 

Then  comes  rest  and  peace, 
Jesus,  in  his  beauty. 
Songs  that  never  cease. 
Brightly  gleams,  etc. 
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ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


t 


H.  F.  Lyte, 
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1,  A   -   bide  with  rae ;     fast  falls  the  ev  -  en  -  tide ;   The     darkness 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with  me  a  -  bide;    When     oth  -  er    help  -  ers 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee.  Help    of 
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the    helpless,  oh,    a  -  bide  with  me. 
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4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  is  death's  sting?  where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

5  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before  iiiy  closing  eyes, 
vShine  thro'  the  gloom  and  point  me  to  the  skies, 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadaws  flee; 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day  ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

O  Thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

3  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 
What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be 
Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  abide  with  me. 


MY  GOD,  MY  FATHER,  WHILE  I  STRAY. 


Chaklotte  Elliot. 


A.  H.  D.  Troyte. 
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1.  My  God,  my  Father  while  I  stray,  Far  from  my  home  on  life's  rough  way, 
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Oh,  teach  me  from  my  heart  to      say,  "  Thy    will  be  done."  A  -  men. 
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MY  GOD,  MY  FATHEE.    Concluded. 
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2  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh, 
For  friends  h.  loved  no  longer  nigh, 
Submissive  still  would  1  reply, 

"Thy  will  be  done." 

3  If  Thou  shonldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize — it  ne'er  was  mine ; 
I  only  yield  Thee  what  was  Thine: — 

"Thy  will  be  done." 


4  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  witli  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

5  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest ; 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 


COME,  MY  SOUL,  THOU  MUST  BE  WAKING. 


F.  R.  Louis. 
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1.  Come,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking ;  Now  is  breaking  O'er  the  earth  a- 
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See  thou  ren  -  der     All     thy   fee 
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2  Gladly  hail  the  light  returning; 

Keady  burning 
Be  the  incense  of  thy  powers; 
For  the  night  is  safely  ended  ; 
God  hath  tended 
W^ith  His  care  thy  helpless  hours. 

3  Pray  that  He  may  prosper  ever 

Each  endeavor. 
When  thine  aim  is  good  and  true ; 
But  that  He  may  ever  thwart  thee, 

And  convert  thee. 
When  thou  evil  wouldst  pursue. 

4  Think  that  He  thy  ways  beholdeth, 

He  unfoldeth 
Every  fault  that  lurks  within, 
He  the  hidden  shame  glossed  ovef 

Can  discover, 
And  discern  each  deed  of  sin. 


Mayest  thou  on  life's  last  morrow. 
Free  from  sorrow, 
Pass  away  in  slumber  sweet ; 
And,  released  from  death's  dark  aadnesi, 
Rise  in  gladness 
That  far  brighter  Sun  to  greet. 
Only  God's  free  gifts  abuse  not. 
Light  refuse  not. 
But  His  Spirit's  voice  obey; 
Thou  with  Him  shalt  dwell,  beholding 
Light  unfolding 
All  things  in  unclouded  day. 
Glory,  honor,  exaltation. 
Adoration, 
Be  to  the  Eternal  One ; 
To  the  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 
Praise  and  merit, 
"While  unending  ages  run.    Amen. 
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GOLDEN  HARPS  AEE  SOUNDING. 


Frances  R.  Hateroal. 
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1.  Gold  -  en  harps   are  sound  -  ing,        An  -  gel     voi 
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Pear  -  ly      gates    are   o    -    pened,      O  -  pened    for      the    King. 
Je    -    sus      hath    as  -  cend  -  ed,        Glo  -  ry        to       our    King. 


i 


t  f   MLH 


m^ 


-i!— M^^ 


m 


i 


i 


^ 


^=t 


^ 


^ 


# 


Christ  the     King    of      glo 
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2  He  who  came  to  save  us, 
He  who  bled  below, 
Now  is  crowned  with  gladness 
At  His  Father's  side. 
Never  more  to  suffer. 
Never  more  to  die, 
Jesus  King  of  glory 
Is  gone  up  on  high. 
All  His  work,  etc. 
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3  Praying  for  His  children 
In  that  blessed  place, 
Calling  them  to  glory. 
Sending  them  His  grace; 
His  bright  home  preparing. 
Little  ones,  for  you; 
Jesus  ever  liveth, 
Ever  loveth  too. 
All  His  work,  etc. 
Mrs.  B.  M.  Jbwett. 


G.  Thbing 
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SAYIOR,  BLESSED  SAVIOR.  21 

Ait.  by  Jos.  P.  Holbrook. 
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1.  Savior,  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  ior,     Listen  whilst  we  sing,   Hearts  and  voices 

2.  Near-er,  ev  -  er  near  -  er,  Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee,    Deep  in    ad   -  o  - 
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rais  -  ing,        Praises      to      our  King, 
ra    -    tion       Bending    low    the  knee : 
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All     we  have    to    of  -  fer; 
Thou  for  our      redemption 
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All    we  hope  to    be, 
Cam'st  on  earth  to  die ; 


Bod-y,  soul,  and  spir-it,      All  we  yield    to 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow.  Hast  gone  up   on 
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Bod  -  y,  soul,     and  spirit.       All  we  yield     to  Thee. 
Thou,  that   we  might  follow.     Hast  gone  up    on  high. 
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3  Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us. 
Journeying  on  to  God: 
Leaving  all  behind  us. 

May  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking, 
Till  the  prize  is  won. 
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4  Brighter  still  and  brighter 

Glows  the  western  sun. 
Shedding  all  its  gladness 

O'er  our  work  that's  done; 
Time  will  soon  be  over. 

Toil  and  sorrow  paet, 
May  we,  blessed  Savior, 

Find  a  rest  at  last. 

P.  HOLBBOOK. 
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SING  OF  JESUS,  SING  FOREVEE. 
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Thomas  Kelly. 
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1.  Sing  of  Je  -  sus,  sing  for  -  ev  -  er,        Of    the  love  that  changes  nev  -  er. 
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Who    or  what  from  Him  can  sev  -  er      Those  He  makes   His      own  ? 
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Ps.  xxvi.  2. 

2  With  His  blood  the  Lord  has  bought 

them  ; 
When  they  knew  Him  not,  He  sought 

them, 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought 

them ; 
His  the  praise  alone. 

3  Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them, 
With  the  bread  of  heavenHe  feeds  them, 
And  through  all  the  way  He  speeds  them 

To  their  home  above. 

4  There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought 

them, 
Him  who  came  from  heaven,  and  sought 

them, 
Him  who  by  His  Spirit  taught  them. 
Him  they  serve  and  love. 


1  Saints  in  glory,  we  together 
Know  the  song  that  ceases  never; 
Song  of  songs  Thou  art,  O  Savior, 

All  that  endless  day. 

2  Come,  ye  angels,  round  us  gather, 
While  to  Jesus  we  draw  nearer; 
In  His  throne  He'll  seat  forever 

Those  for  whom'  He  died. 

3  Underneath  His  throne  a  river, 
Clear  as  crystal,  flows  forever, 
Like  His  fullness,  failing  never : 

Hail,  enthrone  Lamb ! 

4  O  the  unsearchable  Redeemer! 
Shoreless  Ocean,  sounded  never! 
Yesterday,  to-day,  forever, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  same. 

S.  £.  MAHJflKSk 


J.  H.  GiLLMORB. 


HE  LEADETH  ME. 
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Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbbook. 
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1.  He    lead-eth    me!      O    bless  -  ed  thought,  O  words  with  heavenly 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of    deep  -  est  gloom,  Sometimes  where  E  -  den's 

3.  Lord,   I    would  clasp  Thy  hand    in  mine,    Nor    ev    -    er  mur  -  mur 

4.  And  when   my  task      on    earth    is   done.  When,   by  Thy  grace,  the 
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comfort  fraught,  Whate'er     I   do,    where-e'er      I    be.      Still 'tis    God's 
bow  -  ers  bloom,  By  wa  -  ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea — Still  'tis      His 
nor         re-pine — Con-tent  whatev  .  -    er    lot        I    see,   Since 'tis     my 
victory's   won.     E'en  death's  cold  wave  I   will      not  flee.  Since  God   thro* 
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hand    that  lead  -  eth  me ! 

hand    that  lead -eth  me!    He  le.ad  -  eth  me!     He  lead-eth  me!    By 

God      that  lead -eth  me! 

Jor    -   dan  lead  -  eth  me ! 
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His  own  hand  He  lead-eth  me;    He  leadeth  me!    He  leadeth  me! 
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Copyiiclit,  1882,  by  J.  P.  Holbbook. 
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COME,  CHILDREN,  JOIN  AND  SING. 


ROSSINL 
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Come,  ehildren,  join  and  sing,  Loud  praise  to  Christ,  our  King ;  Let  all  with 
Come,  lift  your  hearts  on  high,  Let  praises  fill   the  sky,  He       is    our 
Praise  we  the  Lord  a-gain.  Life  shall  not  end  the  strain:  On  heaven's 
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heart  and  voice,  Be-fore    His  throne  re  -  joice. 
guide  and  friend,  His  love  shall  nev-er      end. 
bliss  -  ful  shore,  His  goodness  we'll  a   -  dore. 


Praise  Christ,  our  King  1 
Praise  Christ,  our  King ! 
Praise  Christ,  our  King! 
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Praise  Christ,  our  King !    Come,  ehiUr«B,  join  and  sing,  Loud  praise  to 

Praise  Christ,  our  King!    Come,  lift  your  hearts  on  high,  Let  praises 

Praise  Christ,  onr  King !     Praise  we  the  Lord  again.  Life  shall  not 
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Christ,  our  King!  Let  all  with  heart  and  voice,  Before  His  throne  rejoice, 
fill     the  sky,     He  is  our  guide  and  friend,  His  love  shall  never  end. 
end  the  strain:  On  heaven's  blissful  shore.  His  goodness  we'll  adore. 
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"JESUS  OF  NAZAKETH  PASSETH  BY."  25 

Arr.    J.  P.  HoLBKOOK. 


-•8-:— «-F--^ — ,0^1^         g=Fg-* — g  I*     7\i '»- 


( Wliat  means  this    ea     -    ger     anx  -  ious  throng,         Pressing   the 
\  These  wond-rous    gather-ings   day        by     day  ?  This  strange  com- 

f  Who    is  this   Je    -    sus?  Why  should  He  The    cit      -        y 

V  Ev'n   chil   -  dren  hear       His  gra  -  cious  word,  And  hail         Him 
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bu     -    sy      streets    a  -  long  ?  1 

mo    -  tion    by       the  way?  jThevoic-es      of       the    throng    re- 
move   so     might  -  i  -  Ij  ?     \ 
Da  -   vid's  Son      and  Lord.  jHo-san  -  nas    min  -  gle      with       the 
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ply: —      "Je   -   bus      of        Naz   -  a  -  reth      pass    -   eth        by!" 
cry,  "Je   -    sus      of        Naz   -   a  -  reth      pass    -  eth        by!" 
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Jesus !  'tis  He  who  once  below 
Man's  pathway  trod  in  pain  and  woe; 
And  burdened  ones,  where'er  He  came, 
Brought  out  their  sick,  and  deaf,  aud 

lame; 
Blind  men  rejoiced  to  hear  the  cry, 
"Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by ! " 


4  Again  He  comes ;  from  place  to  place 
His  holy  footprints  we  can  trace. 
Ho !  all  ye  heavy-laden,  come  ! 
Here's  pardon,  comfort,  rest,  a  home. 
Lost  wanderers  here's  a  refuge  nigh  ; 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  passeth  by ! 


CopjrrlKbt,  1882,  by^  J.  P.  H01.BBOOK. 


26      ALL  IS  BRIGHT  AND  OHEEEFUL  ROUND  US. 
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1.  All     is  bright  and  cheerful  round  us,  All   a  -  bove  is      soft  and  blue; 
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Spring  at    last  hath  come  and  found  us,  Spring  and  all  its  pleasures  too; 
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Ev  -'ry  flower  is  full    of    glad  -  ness,  Dew  is  bright  and  birds  are  gay; 
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Earth,  with  all  its  sin  and  sadness,  Seems  a  happy  place  to  -  day.  A  -  men, 
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2  If  the  flowers,  that  fade  so  quickly, 

If  a  day,  that  ends  in  night, 
If  the  sky,  that  clouds  so  thickly 

Often  cover  from  our  sight, — 
If  they  all  have  so  much  beauty, 

What  must  be  God's  Land  of  Rest, 
Where  His  sons,  that  do  their  duty, 

After  many  toils  are  bleat  ? 


3  Thert  are  leaves  that  never  wither, 
There  are  flowers  that  ne'er  decay; 
Nothing  evil  goeth  thither, 

Nothing  good  is  kept  away. 
They  that  came  from  tribulation, 

Washed  their  robes  and  made  them  white, 
Out  of  every  tongue  and  nation, 
They  have  rest,  and  peace,  and  light. 
Amen. 


WE  AEE  WATCHING,  WE  AEE  WAITING. 
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Geo.  F.  Root. 
By  per.  of  John  Church  &  Co. 
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1.  We  are  watching,    we    are  wait-ing,     For  the  bright  prophet-  ic     day; 

2.  We  are  watching,    we    are  wait-ing.     For  the  star  that  brings  the  day  ; 

3.  We  are  watching,    we    are  wait-ing,     For  the  beauteous  King  of    day ; 
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When  the 
When  the  r 

For      the 

shadows, 
light  of 
C'hiefest 

wea 
sin 
of 

-  ry  shadows,  From  the  world  shall  roll  a- 
shall  vanish.   And     the  shadows  melt   a  - 
ten  thousand,  For  the   Liglit,  the  Truth,  the 

way. 
way. 
Way. 
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CHORUS. 
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are  wait-ing     for   the  morning,  Wlu.n  the  beauteous  day  is  dawning, 
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are   wait-ing     for      tlie  morning,  For     the  gold-en  spires  of  day. 
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Lo!  He  comes!  see  the  King  draw  near;  Zion  shout  the  Lord  is   here. 
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ANGRY  WORDS. 
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"Songs of  Love." 


H.  R.  Palicsb. 
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1.  An  -  gry  words !  oh,  let    them  nev  -er  From  the  tongue  un  -bri  -  died 

2.  Love    is  much   too  pure   and   ho  -  ly ;  Friendship  is      too    sa  -  crcd 

3.  An  -  gry  words  are  light  -  ly    spoken;  Bitterest   tho'ts   are  rash  -  ly 
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slip  ;  May  the  heart's  best  impulse  ev  -  er  Check  them  e'er  they  soil  the  lip. 
far,    For      a  moment's  reck-less   fol-ly  Thus  to     des -o -late  and  mar. 
stirred ;  Brightest  links  of  life  are  bro-ken  By       a      sin-gle  an -gry  word. 
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Love  one  an-oth  -  er.  Thus  saith  the  Savior,  Children  obey  thy  Father's  blest  com- 
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Love  each  other,        Love  each  other,         'Tis  thy  Father's  blest  com- 
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mand ;  Love  one  another,  Thus  saith  the  Savior,  Children  obey  His  blest  command. 
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mand ;  Lore  each  other.        Love  each  other,      'Tis  His  blest  command. 


ONE  STEP  MOEE. 
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S.  S.  Hymnal. 
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What  though  be-fore  me  it  is  dark,  Too  dark  for  me  to  see? 
It  may  be  that  my  path  is  rough,  Thorny,  and  hard,  and  steep ; 
Per  -  haps  my  path     is     ver  -  y  short.  My   jour  -  ney  near  -  ly    done ; 
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I  ask  but  light  for  one  step  more,  'Tis  quite  e-nough  for 
And,  knowing  this,  my  strength  might  fail,  Thro'  fear  and  ter  -  ror 
And    I  might  trem-ble     at    the  thought  Of      end  -  ing    it       so 
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deep, 
soon. 
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I      would  not   see    my     fur-ther  path,  'Tis     mer  -  cy  vails     it       so ; 

It      may    be    that     it     winds  a  -  long  A  smooth  and  flow  -  'ry     way ; 

And    so       I      do     not    wish  to    see  My    jour-ney  thro'    its    length ; 
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My    pres-ent  steps  might  hard-er    be,     Did     I     the     fu  -  ture  know. 
But    see  -  ing   this,     I  might   de-spise    The   jour-ney    of        to  -  day. 
As  -  sured  that  thro'  my   Fa-ther's  love.  Each  step  will  find    its  strength. 
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CEUSADEKS'  HYMN. 


Unknown. 
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Je  -  eus! 
mead-ows, 
sun  -  shine, 
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1.  Fair  -  est   Lord 

2.  Fair     are     the 

3.  Fair       is     the 


Rul  -  er       of  all  na   -  ture! 

Fair  -   er  Btill  the  wood-lands, 

Fair  -  er  still  the  moonlight, 
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Oh,    Thou  of    God       and  man    the    Son! 
Eobed  in    the  bloom  -  ing  garb     of  spring; 
And       the      twink  -    ling  star  -  ry   host; 


Thee  will  I  cher-ish, 
Je  -  sus  is  fair  -  er, 
Je  -  sus  shines  brighter, 
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Thee  will  I  hon  -  or.  Thou,  my  soul's  glo-ry,  joy,  and 
Je  -  sus  is  pur  -  er.  Who  makes  the  woe-ful  heart  to 
Je    -    sus  shines  pur  -  er,  Than    all    the    an-gels  heaven  can    boast 
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R.  Mant. 


GOD,  MY  KING,  THY  MIGHT. 


I.  CONKEY. 
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1.  God,  my  King,  Thy  might  confessing,       Ev  -  er  will  I  bless  Thy  name; 

2.  All  Thy  works,  O  Lord!  shall  bless  Thee,  Thee  shall  all  Thy  saints  adore; 
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Day  by    day  Thy  throne  addressing,      Still  will  I  Thy  praise  proclaim.  • 
King  supreme  shall  they  confess  Thee  And  proclaim  Thy  sovereign  power. 
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THOSE  ETEENAL  BOWERS. 
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J.  M.  Neale,  Tr. 


Arr.  J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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1.  Those    e  -  ter  -  nal  bow  -  ers     Man  hath  nev-er     trod,    Those  unf ad  -  ing 

2.  He   who    glad-ly     bar  -  tera     All    on  earth-ly  ground ;   He  who,  like  the 

3.  While  I      do    my   du  -  ty,  Struggling  thro'  the  tide,    Whisper  thou   of 
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flow  -  ers,  Eound  the  throne  of  God ;  Who  may  hope  to  gain  them 
mar-tyrs,  Says,  "I  will  be  crowned;"  He  whose  one  ob  -  la  -  tion 
beau  -  ty         On      the    oth  -  er     side.       Soon    for  -  got    the  sto  -  ry 
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Aft-er  wea-ry  fight?  Who  at  length  attain  them  Clad  in  robes  of  white? 
Is  a  life  of  love;  Clinging  to  the  na-tion  Of  the  blest  a  -  hove. 
Of  our  brief  dis-tress;    Oh,  the  fu-ture  glo  -  ry !    Oh,  the  love  -  li  -  nessi 
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GOD'S  FEEE  MERCY  STEEAMETH. 


1  God's  free  mercy  streameth 

Over  all  the  world. 
And  His  banner  gleameth 

Every  where  unfurled, 
Broad  and  deep  and  glorious 

As  the  heavens  above. 
Shines  in  might  victorious 

His  eternal  love. 


Lord,  upon  our  blindness 
Thy  pure  radiance  pour; 

For  Thy  loving  kindness 
Make  us  love  Thee  more 


And  when  clouds  are  drifting 
Dark  across  our  sky. 

Then,  the  veil  uplifting, 
Father,  be  Thou  nigh. 


We  will  never  doubt  Thee 

Though  Thou  veil  Thy  light; 
Life  is  dark  without  Thee, 

Death  with  Thee  is  bright. 
Light  of  light!  shine  o'er  us, 

On  our  pilgrim  way ; 
Go  Thou  still  before  us 

To  the  endless  day. 

H.  P.  Smwh. 
Copyyright,  1881,  by  J.  P.  Holbkook. 
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COME  UNTO  ME.  YE  WEARY. 


W.  C.  Dix. 


•J  P.  HoLBROOK,  by  per. 
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1.  "Come  un  -  to    me,    ye    wea  -  ry,    And    I      will  give    you  rest." 

2.  "  Come  un  -  to     me,     ye     wanderers.  And    I      will  give    you  light." 
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O     blessed  voice    of     Je   -  sus,  Which  comes  to  hearts  oppressed ! 
O     lov-ing  voice     of     Je    -   sus,  Which  comes  to    cheer   the  night! 
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It  tells      of    ben  -  e  -die  -  tion,    Of      par  -  dou,  grace  and  peace 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sad  -  ness,     And  we      had  lost    our  way, 
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Of    joy    that  hath    no    end   -  ing.    Of  love    that  can  -  not  cease. 
But  He    has  brought  us  glad  -  ness.    And  songs  at  break    of  day. 
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"Come  unto  me,  ye  fainting, 

And  I  will  give  you  life. 
O  cheering  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  aid  our  strife! 
The  foe  is  stern  and  eager. 

The  fight  is  fierce  and  long; 
But  thou  hast  made  us  mighty. 

And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

Copyright,  1881, 


"And  whosoever  cometh, 

I  will  not  cast  him  out." 
O  welcome  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  drives  away  our  doubt, 
Which  calls  us,  very  sinners, 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee! 

by  J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 


IS  THEEE  ONE  FOR  ME? 


33 


Arr.  J.  P.  HOLBSOOE,  by  per. 
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1.  Mansions    are    prepared      a-bove,    By      the    gracious  God       of    love; 

2.  Lrowus  that  daz-zle  hu  -man  eye,  Wait   for  those   who  reach  the  sky ; 
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Ma-ny    will  those  mansions    see —  Is      there    one    pre-pared  for  me? 
Ma-ny  there,  those  crowns  will  see,  Is      there    one    pre-pared  for  me? 
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Is    there  one    pre-pared  for  me?       Is      there  one      for    me? 
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Ma-ny  will  those  mansions  see,      Is      there  one      prepared  for   me? 
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3  Eobes  of  spotless  white  are  given, 
By  the  glorious  King  of  heaven; 
All  can  have  them,  they  are  free,- 
Ifl  there  one  prepared  for  me? 


4  Harps  of  joyful  sound  above, 
Swell  the  praise  of  Jesus'  love; 
Oh!  how  sweet  their  strains  will  be, 
Is  there,  Lord,  a  harp  for  met 


Oopxrlfht,  1882,  br  J.  P.  HoxABOOi 
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ANGEL  VOICES  EVER  SINGING. 


F.  Pott. 


A.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Angel  voices  ever  singing  Round  Thy  throne  of  light,  Angel  harpB  forever  ringing, 

2.  Thou,  who  art  beyond  the  farthest  Mental  eye  can  scan,  Can  it  be  that  Thou  regardeit 


Eest  not  day  nor  night ;  Thoosaidi  only  live  to  bless  Thee,  Aad  confess  Thee  lord  of  might. 
Songs  of  sinful  man  ?  Can  we  feel  that  Thoa  art  near  us,  ind  wilt  hear  us?  Yea,  we  can. 
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Yea,  we  know  Thy  love  rejoices 

O'er  each  work  of  Thine ! 
Thou  didst  ears  and  hands  and  voices 

For  Thy  praise  combine  ! 
Craftsman's  art  and  music's  measure 

For  Thy  pleasure,  didst  design. 


4  Here,  great  God,  to-day  we  offer 
Of  Thine  own  to  Thee; 
And  for  Thine  acceptance  proffer, 

All  unworthily. 
Hearts  and  minds,  and  hands  and  voices, 
In  our  choicest  melody. 

Amen. 


AS  OHEIST  UPON  THE  CROSS. 


E.  Caswall. 
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1.  As    Christ  up  -  on      the  cross 

2.  So      now  her  -  self    my  soul 


His    head        in 
Would  whol  -  ly 


^M 


s* 


clined, 
give, 
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And  to      His      Father's  hands  His 
In  -  to      His      sa-cred  charge,   In 


part  -  mg   soul      re  -  signed, 
whom  all    spir  -  its       live. 
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3  Thus  would  I  live ;  yet  now 

Not  I,  but  He 
In  all  His  power  and  love 

Henceforth  alive  in  me. 


One  Sacred  Trinity  I 
One  Lord  Divine ! 

May  I  be  ever  His, 
And  He  forever  mine. 


PimEE  YET  AND  PUEER. 


A  NOV. 


J.  p.  FToLBROOK.    By  per. 
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1.   Pur-er  vet  and    pur  -  er      I  would  be  in  mind,      Dear-er  yet  and 
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dear   -  er      Ev  -  'ry     du  -  ty    find;     Hop  -  ing  still    and  trust  -  ing 
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God  without  a    fear, 


a:: 


2^ 


Patient-ly  be  -  liev  -  ing  He  will  make  all  clear. 
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1  Purer  yet  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind. 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find ; 
Hoping  still  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believing 

He  will  make  all  clear. 

2  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 

Trial  bear  and  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 

Peace  at  last  to  gain; 
Sufiering  still  and  doing, 

To  His  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 

Heart  and  will  and  mind. 


3  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Rising  to  the  light — 
Light  serene  and  holy, 

Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 

Sanctified  and  blest. 


1  Brighter  still  and  brighter 

Glows  the  western  sun. 
Shedding  all  its  gladness 

O'er  our  work  that's  done; 
Time  will  soon  be  over, 

Toil  and  sorrow  past, 
May  we,  blessed  Savior, 

Find  a  rest  at  last ! 

2  Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  ui, 

Journeying  on  to  God  ; 
Leaving  all  behind  us, 

May  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 


3  Higher  then,  and  higher, 
Bear  the  ransomed  soul. 
Earthly  toils  forgotten, 

Savior,  to  its  goal ; 
Where,  in  joys  unthought  of, 

Saints  with  angels  sing, 
Never  weary,  raising 
Praises  to  their  King. 

G.  THsnfo. 
OopTricht,  1881,  l>7  J.  P.  Hoi,bbook. 
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MY  AIN  COUNTEIE. 


Miss  M.  A.  Lee. 


Scotch  Song. 
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I        am  far    frae  my  hame,  an'  I'm  wea-ry     af-tenwhiles,  For  the 
I'll  .  .  .  ne'er  be      fu'    con  -  tent,  un  -  til  my    een    do   see    The 
But  these  sichts  an'  these  soun's  will  as  naething  be      to    me,    When  I 
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lang'd-for  hame-bringing,  an'  my  Father's  welcome  smiles;  "> 

fow-dengatesof  heav'n,  an' my  (Oni<,) j  ain  coun  -  trie, 
ear  the  an-gels  singing  in  my  {Omit.) ain  coun-  trie. 
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f  The  earth    is  fleck'd  wi'  flow-ers,  mon 
\  The  bird  -  ies  war  -  ble  blithe-ly,    for 


y  -  t^nt  -  ed,  fresh,  and  gay ;  \ 
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Fa-ther  made  them  sae; 
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2  I've  His  gude  word  of  promise  that  some  gladsome  day  the  King, 
To  His  ain  royal  palace,  His  banished  hame  will  bring 
Wi'een,  an'  wi'  heart  running  owre  we  shall  see 
"  The  King  in  His  beauty,"  an'  our  ain  countrie. 
My  sins  hae  been  mony,  and  my  sorrows  hae  been  sair; 
But  there  they'll  never  vex  me,  nor  be  remembered  mair ; 
For  His  bluid  hath  made  me  white,  and  His  hand  shall  dry  my  e'e, 
When  He  brings  me  hame  at  last  to  my  ain  countrie. 

2  Like  a  bairn  to  its  mither,  a  wee  birdie  to  its  nest, 

I  wad   fain  be  ganging  noo  unto  my  Savior's  breast. 

For  He  gathers  in  His  bosom  witless  worthless  lambs  like  me, 

An'  "  He  carries  them  Himsel',"  to  His  ain  countrie. 

He's  faithfu'  that  hath  promised,  He'll  surely  come  again, 

He'll  keep  His  tryst  wi'  me,  at  what  hour  I  dinna  ken ; 

But  He  bids  me  still  to  wait,  an'  ready  aye  to  be. 

To  gang  at  ony  moment  to  my  ain  countrie. 

3  So  I'm  watching  aye,  and  singing  o'my  hame  as  I  wait. 
For  the  soun'ing  o'  His  footfa'  this  side  the  gowden  gate, 
God  gie  His  grace  to  ilk  ane  wha  listens  noo  to  me, 
That  we  may  a'gang  in  gladness  to  our  ain  countrie. 

[LattJouT  Una  oj  ls<  vent  can  be  stmg  to  complete  ith  verse.l 


THE  PALACE  0'  THE  KING. 
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Wm.  Mitchell. 


John  J.  Hood. 
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1.  It's     a    bon-nie,  bon-nie    worl'  tbat  we're  liv  -  in'  in    the  noo,      An' 
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sun-ny   is     the    Ian'     we       aft-en  traivel  throo ;  But  in  vain  we  look  for 

D.  S.  For  tho'  bonnie  are  the 
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something  to  which  oor' htarts  eas  cling,  For  its  beauty  is     as  naething  to   the 
snowflakes,  an' the  down  on  winter's  wing,  It's    fine    to  ken  it  daurna  touch  the 
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Pal-ace  o'   the  King.  We  like  the  gilded  simmer,  wi'  its  mer-ry,  mer-ry 
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tread,  An'  we  sigh  when  hoary    winter  lavs  its    beauties   wi'  the  dead ; 
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2  Then,  again,  I've  juist  been  thinkin'  tbat  w^hen  a'  thing  here's  sae  bricht, 
The  sun  in  a'  its  grandeur,  an'  the  mune  wi'  quiv'rin'  licht, 
The  ocean  in  the  simmer,  or  the  woodland  in  the  spring, 
"What  maun  it  be  up  yonner,  in  the  Palace  o'  the  King! 
It's  here  we  hae  oor  trials,  an'  it's  here  that  He  prepares 
A'  His  chosen  for  the  raiment  which  the  ransomed  sinner  wears, 
An'  it's  here  that  He  wad  hear  us  'mid  oor  tribulations  sing, — 
"  We'll  trust  oor  God,  wha  reigneth  in  the  Palace  o'  the  King. 
CopTright,  1876,  by  John  J  Hood. 


38 


Rev.  a.  a.  Hoskin. 


GLAD  AND  FREE. 


J.  M.  Stillman. 
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1.  Glad  and  free,  glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we 

2.  Glad  and  free,  glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we 

3.  Glad  and  free,  glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we 

4.  Glad  and  free,  glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we 


will  fol  -  low  thee ; 

will  work    for  thee; 

will  sing      to  thee ; 

will  live     for  thee; 
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Glad  •  ly  free    from    all      a-larms,  Safe-ly    shield  -  cd  from  all  harms ; 

Glad  -  ly  work  with    all   our  might,Conqu'ring  wrong  and  do- ing  right; 

Glad  -  ly  sing  -  ing  songs  of  praise,  For     the  love  which  crowns  our  days; 

All     our  lives  we    glad  -  ly   give,  Un  -  to     Him    who  lets   us    live; 
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We  will  follow  ev-'ry  day  In  Thy  safe  and  narrow  way;  Glad  and  free, 
Working  for  Thee  ev-'ry  day,Trusting  in  Thy  strength  alway;  Glad  and  free, 
Glad  -  ly  sing-ing  ev-'ry  day,  All  a -long  life's  happy  way;  Glad  and  free, 
And  in  heav'n  thou  wilt  repay,  All  who  live  for  thee  each  day ;  Gl  ad  and  free, 
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glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we  will  fol  -  low  Thee,  we  will  fol -low  Thee, 

glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we  will  work  for  Thee,  we  will  work  for  Thee, 

glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we  will  sing  to  Thee,  we  will  sing  to  Thee, 

glad  and  free,  Je  -  sus,  we  will  live  for  Thee,  we  will  live  for  Thee. 
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From  "Good  Will"  by  per.  Towme  <Sc'SicujijlM. 


GOD  IS  LOVE;  HIS  MERCY  BRIGHTENS. 


39 


John  Bowrino. 
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1.  God      is      love ;    His     mer  -  cy  bright  -  ens    All        the  path      in 
3.  E'en    the    hour    that  dark  -  est    seem  -  eth    Will      His  change  -  less 
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which  we  rove;  Bliss  He  wakes,  And  woe  He  light  -  ens 
D.  S.  But    His      mer   -  cy    wan   -  eth    nev    -    er: 

good  -  ness  prove ;  From  the  mist  His  bright  -  ness  stream  -  eth 
D.  S.  Ev   -   'ry  -  where  His    glo    -    ry      shin  -  eth 
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God 
God 
God 
God 


is  wis   -   dom,  God 

is  wis    -   dom,  God 

is  wis   -   dom,  God 

is  wis   •   dom,  God 
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s      love.    2.  Chance  and  change  are 

love. 
s      love.    4.  He       with  earth  -  ly 

love. 


-?  ,  V  if   V 


ft 


m 


s 


^ 


^^^ 


■V — 


■^ — ^ — it- 


S=i= 


^ 


^ 


^M -i 


^i=JL 


bus    -    y       ev    -    er ;      Man    de  -  cays,     and       a    • 
cares     en  -  twin  -  eth     Hope  and   com  -  fort    from 
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Copyright,  1882,  by  Mas.  B.  M.  Jkwstt. 
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THE  BETTER  LAND. 
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Rev.  E.  P.  Parkeb. 

From  S.  S.  Hymnal,  by  per. 
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1.  Whither,  pil  -  grims,  are    you  go  -  ing,    Each  with  staff    in  hand? 
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"  We    are    go    -   ing      on      a    jour  -  ney,  At      the  King's  command. 
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O    -    ver    plains     and      hills     aud      val    -    leys,      We      are 
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ter     land." 
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ing     to      His    pal  -  ace, 
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2  Tell  me,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 

In  the  better  land  ? 
*  Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory. 

From  the  Savior's  hand. 
We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river. 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  forever 

In  the  better  land." 


3  Will  you  let  me  travel  with  you 

To  the  better  land  ? 
"  Come  away,  we  bid  you  welcome 

To  our  little  band. 
Come,  oh,  come,  we  can  not  leave  you, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  you 

In  the  better  land." 


WHAT  A  FRIEND  WE  HAyE  IN  JESUS. 
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H.  BONAB. 


J.  P.  HoLB£ooK.    By  per. 
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1.  What  a  friend  we  have  in    Je  -sus,  All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 
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What  a     priv-i-  lege  to     car  -  ry       Ev -'ry-thing  to    God   in  prayer, 
D.S,  All     be -cause  we  do  not    car-ry       Ev -'ry-thing  to   God   in  prayer. 
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Oh,  what  peace  we  oft  -  en    for  -  feit,  Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear — 
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What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear; 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 
Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear — 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 

Every  thing  to  God  in  prayer. 

Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful. 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  very  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


1  One  there  is  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend, 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Kficonciled  in  Him  to  God. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace,  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
W^e,  alas !  forget  too  often 
What  a  friend  we  have  above. 

J.  Newtoh. 


42  THE  GpTLE  SHEPHERD. 

Mbs.  M.  G.  Saff ebv. 


Thalbebo. 
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1.  There  is        a     lit  -  tie  lone  -  ly  fold,  "Whose  flock  One  Shepherd  keeps, 
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Through  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold.    With  eye    that  nev  -  er  sleeps. 
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By         e   -   vil  beast,  or  burn-ing  sky,      Or   damp    of  midnight  air, 
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Not      one     in     all  that  flock  shall  die     Be-neath  that  Shepherd's  care. 
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2  For  if,  unheeding  or  beguiled, 
In  danger's  path  they  roam. 
His  pity  follows  through  the  wild, 
And  guards  them  safely  home. 


O  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  helpless  charge  in  me ; 

And  take  a  wanderer  to  Thy  fold, 
That  trembling  turns  to  Thee. 


WHEN  HIS  SALVATION  BRINGING. 
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Rkv.  Joshua  King. 


T.  R.  Matthews. 
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1.  When,  His    sal  -  va  -  tion  bring  -  ing,    To     Zi  -  on      Je 
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The    children      all     stood  sing  -  ing      Ho  -  san  -  na    to 
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Nor  did   their    zeal     of  -  fend      Him,  But    as      He     rode      a  -  long, 
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And  smiled  to  hear  their  song.  A-men. 
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The  ChiMrev  in  (he  Temple. 
Matt.  XX i.  15,  16. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  to  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  He  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill ; 
We'll  flock  around  His  banner. 

We'll  bow  before  His  throne, 
And  cry  aloud,  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son. 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  hosanna.s  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 


I 

Mighty  to  save. 
Is.  Iziii.  I. 

1  He  comes  in  blood-stained  garments; 

Upon  His  brow  a  crown ; 
The  gates  of  brass  fly  open, 

The  iron  bands  drop  down; 
From  off  the  fettered  captive 

The  chains  of  Satan  fall, 
While  angels  shout  triumphant. 

That  Christ  is  Lord  of  all. 

2  O  Christ,  His  love  is  mighty, 

Long-suflTering  is  Hie  grace; 
And  glorious  is  the  splendor 

That  beameth  from  His  face. 
Our  hearts  up-leap  in  gladness 

When  we  behold  that  love, 
As  we  go  singing  onward 

To  dwell  with  Him  above. 

Mb8.  Chabitie  Lees  Bancboft. 
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IN  THE  SILENT  MIDNIGHT  WATCHES. 


A.  Cleveland  Coxk. 


George  F.  Root. 

By  per.  John  Church  &  Co. 
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1.  In      the    si  -  lent    midnight  watches,  List, — thy  bo  -  som  door ! 


mM 


m 


rrr  r  r  i^i^ 


1^1=1 


f     t     t 


r~g~r-T 


u 


re 


-^-i—ii 


— • SrS-i — " 


How      it   knocketh,  knocketh,  knocketh,  Knocketh    ev   -  er  -  more ! 
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Say     not   'tis     thy  pulse   is   beat-iug ;  'Tis      thy  heart    of      sin ; 
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'Tis     thy  Sav  -  ior  knocks,  and  cri  -  eth,  Rise,  and   let     me      in. 
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2  Death  comes  down  with  reckless  foot- 
step, 
To  the  hall  and  hut! 
Think  you  death  will  stand  a-knocking 

Where  the  door  is  shut? 
Jesus  waiteth,  waiteth,  waiteth, 

But  thy  door  is  fast ! 
Grieved,  away  thy  Savior  goeth. 
Death  breaks  in  at  last. 


3  Then  'tis   thine  to   stand   entreat- 
ing 
Christ  to  let  thee  in; 
At  the  gate  of  heaven  beating. 

Wailing  for  thy  sin. 
Nay,  alas!  thou  foolish  virgin, 

Hast  thou  then  forgot? 
Jesus  waited  long  to  know  thee. 
But  He  knows  thee  not. 


HAEKl  THE  VOICE  OF  JESUS. 
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Dr,  March. 


P.  P.  Van  Arsdale. 


1.  Hark!  the  voice  of    Je  -  sua  calling,  Who  will    go  and  work  to  -  day; 

2.  If      you     can  not  cross  the  o-cean,  And    the  heathen  lands  ex-plorc, 
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Fields  are  white,  the  har-vest  wait-ing,  Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  a  -  way? 
You      can   find    the  heathen  near-er.    You     can  help  them  at  your  door ; 
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Loud  and  long  the  Mas  -  ter    call-eth,  Eich 
If        you  can  not  give  your  thousands,  You 
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re-ward  He    of  -  fers  free ; 
can  give  the  wid-ow's  mite, 
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Who    will  an-swer,  glad  -  ly  say-ing,  "  Here  am   I,      O  Lord,  send  me." 
And      the  least  you  do  '  for  Je-sus,  Will     be   precious    in      His  sight. 
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3  If  you  can  not  speak  like  angels. 

If  you  can  not  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  He  died  for  all. 
If  you  fail  to  rouse  the  wicked, 

With  the  judgment's  dread  alarms, 
You  may  lead  the  little  children 

To  the  Savior's  waiting  arms. 


4  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you, 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"There  is  nothing  I  can  do!" 
Gladly  take  the  task  He  gives  you, 

Let  His  work  your  pleasure  be, 
Answer  quickly  when  He  calleth, 

Here  am  I,  0  Lord,  send  me." 
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IN  THE  KING'S  AEMY. 


Eben  E.  Rexford 


T.  ^Taktin  Towne. 


1.  Beliold,  that  blood-stain'd  banner  of  the  King!  And  hark!  the  rallying  cry! 

2.  Behold,  the  allied  hosts  of  wrong  and  sin,  Drawn  up    in  strong  ar  -  rayl 

3.  En  -  list,   en  -  list,  the  arm  -  y    of   the  Lord  Is   gath-'ring  for  the  fight; 
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"En -list,  en  -  list,  ex  -  ult-ing  -  ly  it  rings,  Nor  let  Him  pass  you  by." 
Shut  fast  the  gates,  nor  let  them  en-ter  in !  Christ  holds  the  camp  to-day! 
And  to  the  winds  all  doubts  and  fears  they  fling.  Strong  in  their  Leader's  might. 
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En-list!  en-list!    the  mighty  trumpets  ring  Earth's  battle-fields   a -cross, 
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Beneath  the  blood-stain'd  banner  of  the  King,  A      sol-dier  of   the  cross. 
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4  Put  on  the  armor  of  the  King,  I  pray, 
Oh,  waiting,  careless  heart ! 
Christ  or  the  world!  he  bids  you  choose  to-day; 
Oh,  choose  the  better  part  I 

B  Oh,  blood-stain'd  banner!  lie  no  more  resists, 
"Be  Christ  my  King!"  he  cries; 
Beneath  Thy  folds  another  heart  enlists; 
Oh,  shout  it  to  the  skies  I 
Ttom  "  Good  Will,"  by  penniasion  of  Towkx  A  SmxMAB. 


CLOSE  TO  THEE. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


S.  J.  Vxti-. 
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1.  Thou  my  ev   -  er  -  last-ing  por-tion,  More  than  friend  or  life  to     me, 

2.  Not   for  ease    or  worldly  pleasure,  Nor  for  fame  my  prayer  shall  be; 

3.  Lead  me  thro'   the  vale  of  shadows,  Bear  me  o'er    life's  fit  -  ful   sea; 
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All  a  -  long  my  pilgrim  journey,  Sav-ior,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf-fer,  On-ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Then  the  gate   of    life    e  -  ter  -  nal,  May  I      en  -  ter.  Lord,  with  Thee. 
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Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee; 
Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee,  Close  to  Thee,  close  to  Thee; 
Close     to  Thee,    close    to   Thee,     Close    to  Thee,    close     to  Thee; 
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All  a  -  long  my  pilgrim  jour  ney,  Sav-ior,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf  -  fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
Then  the  gate   of    life    e  -  ter  -  nal,  May  I  en  -  ter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 
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WHITER  THAN  SNOW. 


James  Nicholson. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer.. 
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1.  Dear  Je  -  sus,      I      long       to     be      per  -feet-  ly     whole; 

2.  Dear  Je  -  sus,   come  down  from  Thy  throne  in     the  skies, 

3.  Dear  Je  -  sus,    for    this,      I    most  hum  -  bly    en  •  treat ; 
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want  Thee  for-ev  -   er     to    live  in      my   soul;  Break  down  every 

help   me      to    make  a    com-plete  sac  -  ri  -  fice;  I    give  up    my- 

wait,  bless -ed  Lord,  sit-ting  low  at     Thy  feet,  By  faith,  for  my 
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i  -  dol,  cast  out  ev-'ry  foe;  Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 
self,  and  what-ev  -  er  I  know — Now  wash  me,  and  I  shall  be 
cleansing,     I      see    the  blood  flow — Now  wash  me,  and    I    shall  be 
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whit  -  er    than  snow. 

whit  -  er    than  snow.    Whit  -  er  than  snow,    yes,  whit  -  er 

whit   -  er    than  snow. 
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snow;    Now  wash  me,     and      I        shall  be     whit  -  er      than 
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J.  H.  NfwmaN. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Lead,  kindly  Light,  a-mid  tli'encircling  gloom,     '     Lead  Thou  me 

2.  I       was  not    ev  -  er  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou       Shouldst  lead  me 

3.  So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still  Will  lead   me 


,W 


•^    -^     ■#• . 


^m 


fi^-^ 


i£± 


i 


ter 


S 


^ 


t5«-— 


^-^- 


=Sti 


■*-.nit-*- 


on;     The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 
on ;    I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 
on ;     O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 
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Lead  Thou  me 
The  night  is 
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The    dis   -  tant  scene ;  one  step  e-nough      for     me. 
Pride  ruled  my      will;  remember  not  past  years. 

Which  I       have  loved  long  since,  and  lost    a  -  while. 
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50     WEARY  OF  EAETH,  AND  LADEN  WITH  MY  SIN. 


S.  J.  Stonk. 


J.  Langban. 
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1.  Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with  my  sin,  I  look  to  heav'n,  and  long  to  enter  in. 
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But  there  no  evil  thing  may  find  a  home,  And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  th  at  bids  me  "Come." 
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2  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near, 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

3  'Twas  He  who  found  me  on  the  deathly  wild, 
And  made  me  heir  of  heaven,  the  Father's  child  ; 
And  day  by  day,  whereby  my  soul  may  live. 
Gives  me  His  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give, 

4  Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous  Lord ; 
Thine  all  the  merits,  mine  the  great  reward ; 
Thine  the  sharp  thorns,  and  mine  the  golden  crown, 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  Thine  the  life  laid  down. 


DEAR  JESUS,  EVER  AT  MY  SIDE. 


F.  W.  Fabeb. 


Arr.    W.  H.  Havergal. 
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1.  Dear  Je  -  sus,    ev  -  er      at    my  side,  How  lov-ing  must  Thou  be, 
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To  leave  Thy  home  in  heav'n  to  guard   A    lit  -  tie  child  like   me. 
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DEAR  JESUS,  EVER  AT  MY  SIDE.    Concluded.       51 


2  I  can  not  feci  Thee  louch  my  liand, 

With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 
When  I  was  but  a  child. 

3  But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Eebuking  siu  for  me ; 
And,  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  Thee. 


4  And  whfev.,  L^iit  oavior,  I  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  nigiit,  to  prayer, 

Something  there  is  within  my  heart 

Which  tells  me  Thou  art  there. 

5  Yes,  when  I  pray.  Thou  prayest  too  ; 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me  ; 
But  when  I  sleep.  Thou  sleepest  not, 
But  watchest  patiently. 
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GRACIOUS  SAVIOR. 
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1.  Gracious  Sav  -  ior,  gen- tie  Shepherd,  Lit -tie  ones  are  dear    to   Thee; 
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Gathered  with  Thine  arms,  and  carried  In  Thy   bo-som  may  we 
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Sweetly,  fond-ly,    safe-ly     tend-ed,  From  all  want  and  dan-ger  free, 
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He  shall  feed  His  flock  like  a  shepherd :  He  shall  gaOier  the  lambs  with  Hit  arm, 
and  carry  them  in  His  bosom. — Isa.  xl :  11. 


2  Tender  Shepherd,  never  leave  us. 

From  Thy  fold  to  go  astray ; 
By  Thy  look  of  love  directed. 

May  we  walk  the  narrow  way; 
Thus  direct  us,  and  protect  us. 

Lest  we  fall  an  easy  prey. 

3  Cleanse  our  hearts  from  sinful  folly 

In  the  stream  Thy  love  supplied, — 
Mingled  stream  of  Blood  and  Water 

Flowing  from  Thy  wounded  side; 
And  to  heavenly  pastures  lead  us 

Where  Thine  own  still  waters  glide. 


4  Let  Thy  holy  word  instruct  us. 

Keep  our  spirits  pure  and  bright ; 
Let  Thy  love  and  grace  constrain  us 

To  approve  whate'er  is  right. 
Take  Thine  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it, 

And  to  prove  Thy  burden  light. 

5  Taught  to  join  the  holy  praises. 

Which  on  earth  Thy  children  sing. 
Both  with  lips  and  hearts  unfeigned, 

May  we  our  thank-offerings  bring; 
Then  with  all  the  saints  in  glory 

Join  to  praise  our  Lord  and  King. 


Copyright,  1882,  by  Mss.  B.  M.  Jewett. 
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STAE  OF  BETHLEHEM. 
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1.  Saw  you  nev-er     in    the  twilight,  When  the  sun    has  left  the  skies, 
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Up  in  heav'n  the  clear  stars  shining  Thro'  the  gloom  like    sil-ver  eyes? 
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of    old,  the  wise  men,  watching,  Saw      a      lit  -  tie  stranger   star. 


-# 0      4^ 


•H   -W    # 1- 


^ 


-^ — I — I — ^ — f- 


^ 


-0 0- 

•0' 

And  they  knew  the  King  was  giv-en,     And  they  followed  it  from  far. 
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2  Heard  you  never  of  the  story 

How  they  crossed  the  desert  wild. 
Journeyed  on  by  plain  and  mountain, 

Till  they  found  the  holy  Child? 
How  they  opened  all  their  treasure. 

Kneeling  to  that  infant  King, 
Gave  the  gold  and  fragrant  incense, 

Gave  the  myrrh  in  offering? 


3  Know  you  not  that  lowly  infant 

Was  the  bright  and  Morning  Star, 
He  who  came  to  light  the  Gentiles 

And  the  darkened  isles  afar? 
And  we,  too,  may  seek  His  cradle, 

There  our  hearts*  best  treasure  bring 
Love  and  faith,  and  true  devotion, 

For  our  Savior,  God,  and  King. 


SILENT  NIGHT!  HOLY  NIGHT! 
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Si  -  lent  night!     Ho    -    ly  night!      All      is  calm,       all     is  bright; 
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Bound  yon  Virgin  Mother  and  Child,  Ho  -  ly     Infant,  so  tender  and  mild. 
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Sleep    in  heav-en  -  ly    peace,        Sleep      in  heav  -  en  -  ly   peace. 
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2  Silent  night !  Holy  night ! 
Shepherds  quake  at  the  sight; 
Glories  stream  from  heaven  afar, 
Heavenly  hosts  sing  Alleluia! 

Christ,  the  Savior,  is  born! 
Christ,  the  Savior,  is  born ! 

3  Silent  night!  Holy  night! 
Son  of  God,  love's  pure  light, 
Kadiant  beams  from  Thy  holy  face 
With  the  dawn  of  redeeming  grace, 

Jesus,  Lord,  at  Thy  birth ! 
Jesus,  Lord,  at  Thy  birth! 
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HARK,  THE  HERALD  ANGELS  SING  I 
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1.  Hark,    the  her -aid   an -gels   sing,  "Glo-ry     to     the  new-born  King ! 
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Peace    on    earth,  and  mer -cy    mild,    God  and  sin  -  nera  rec  -  on-ciled ! " 
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Joy-ful,   all    ye    na-tions,   rise, 
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ni-ver-sal   nat-ure    say, ''Christ  the  Lord     is  born      to-day," 
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:=Ft- 


^ 


^ 


=t=H 


2  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 
Christ  the  everlasting  Lord ! 
Late  in  time  behold  Him  come, 
Offspring  of  a  Virgin's  womb! 
Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see, 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deity ! 
Pleased  as  Man  with  men  to  dwell, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel. 


3  Hail,  the  heavenly  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 
Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birtk. 


ALL  THIS  NIGHT  BKIGHT  ANGELS  SING. 
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ris'n  a  Sun,  Shines  all  night,  tb'  day  b«  dout."   Hail,  O  Sun!  O  blessed  Light!  Sent  into  this 
all  that  be,  Wake,  and  joy  this  Sun  to  see. 
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66  CHEIST  WAS  BOEN  ON  OHEISTMAS  DAY. 

CAROL. 
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1.  Christ  was  born  on  Christmas  day;  Wreathe  the  holly,  twine  the  bay; 
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Christus  natus  ho  -  di-e;  The  Babe,  the  Son,  the  Ho-ly  One  of  Ma  -  ry. 
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2  He  is  born  to  set  us  free, 
He  is  born  our  Lord  to  be, 
Ex  Maria  Virgine : 

The  God,  the  Lord,  by  all  adored 
forever. 

3  Let  the  bright  red  berries  glow 
Everywhere  in  goodly  show, 


Christris  natus  hodie : 
The  Babe,  the  Son,  the  Holy  One  of 
Mary. 

4  Christian  men,  rejoice  and  sing, 
'Tis  the  birthday  of  a  King, 
Ex  Maria  Virgine; 

The  God,  the  Lord,  by  all  adored 
forever. 
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5.  Night  of  sadness;  morn  of  gladness,  Ev-er-more:   Ev  -  er,      Ev  -  er: 
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Aft  -er  ma-ny  troubles  sore,  Morn  of  gladness,  evermore  and  ev-ermore. 
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6.  Midnight  scarcely  passed  and  o  -    ver,  Draw-ing  to     this    ho  -  ly  morn, 
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CHRIST  WAS  BORN,    Concluded. 
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7.  Sing   out      with  bliss,     His  name       is       this:     Em  -man   -  u    -  el; 
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ONCE  m  ROYAL  DAVID'S  CITY. 


C.  F.  Alexander. 


H.  J.  Gauntlett. 
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man  -  ger  for  His    bed 
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Ma  -  ry      was  that  mother  mild, 
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Je  -  sus    Christ  her  lit-tle  child.  A-men. 
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He  came  down  to  earth  from  heaven, 
Who  is  God  and  Lord  of  all, 

And  His  shelter  was  a  stable, 
And  His  cradle  in  a  stall ; 
With  the  poor,  and  mean,  and  lowly, 
Lived  on  earth  our  Savior  holy. 

And  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  Him, 
Through  His  own  redeeming  love, 

For  that  child  so  dear  and  gentle 
Is  our  Lord  in  heaven  above  j 


And  He  leads  His  children  on 
To  the  place  where  He  is  gone. 

4  Not  in  that  poor  lowly  stable, 
With  tlie  oxen  standing  by. 
We  shall  see  Him;  but  in  heaven, 
Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high ; 
When  like  stars  Hischildren  crowned, 
All  in  white  shall  wait  around. 
Amen. 
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WE  THEEE  KINGS  OF  ORIENT  ARE. 


E.  W.  Kellogg. 


CAROL. 


J.  H.  Hopkins,  Jb. 
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1,  We  three  Kings  of      O  -  rient  are,     Bear-ing  gifts  we   traverse  a  -  far ; 
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Field  and  fount-ain,  Moor  and  mountain,  Following  yon  -  der  Star. 
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O        Star   of    Wondtr,  Star  of  Night,  Star  with  Roy-al    Beauty  bright, 
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Westward   lead-ing,  Still  pro-ceed-ing,  Guide  us  to  Thy   perfect  light. 
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GASPARD. 

2  Born  a  king  on  Bethlehem  plain. 
Gold  I  bring  to  crown  Him  again ; 

King  forever, 
Ceasing  never 
Over  us  all  to  reign. 
Chorus. — O  Star,  etc. 

MELCHIOB. 

3  Frankincense  to  offer  have  T, 
Incense  owns  a  Deity  nigh: 

Prayer  and  praising. 
All  men  raising, 
Worship  Him,  God  on  high. 
Chorus. — O  Star,  etc. 


BALTHAZAR. 

4  Myrrh  is  mine;  its  bitter  perfume 
Breathes  a  life  of  gathering  gloom 

Sorrowing,  sighing, 
Bleeding,  dying, 
Sealed  in  the  stone-cold  tomb 
Chorus. — O  Star,  etc. 

5  Glorious  now  behold  Him  arise, 
King,  and  God,  and  Sacrifice; 

Heaven  sings 
Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah,  the  earth  replies. 
Chorus. — O  Star,  etc. 


J.  Ellebton. 


WELCOME,  HAPPY  MOENING. 
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1.  " Welcome, hap-py morning !"  age  to    age    shall    say;  Hell  to-day    is 

2.  Months  in  due   suc-ces-sion,  days  of  lengthening light,Hours  and  passing 
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vanquish'd ;  Heaven  is  won     to  -  day !  Lo !    the  Dead     is     liv  -  ing, 
mo-ments  praise  Thee   in    their  flight ;  Brightness  of      the  morn-iixg, 
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God  for    e  -  vermore!  Him  their  true  Cre  -  a  -  tor,  all  His  works   a  - 
sky  and  fields  and  sea,  Van-quish-er   of  darkness,  bring  their  praise  to 
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dore!  "  Welcome,happyriioriiing!"age  to  age    shall    say.       ^ 
Thee!"Weleome,happymorning!"age  to  age    shall     say. 
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3  Maker  and  Redeemer,  Life  and  Health  of  all, 
Thou  from  Heaven  beholding  human  nature's  fall, 
Of  the  Father's  Godhead  true  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver,  Manhood  didst  put  on: 

Hell  to-day  is  vanquished;  Heaven  is  won  to-day! 

4  Thou,  of  Life  the  Author,  death  didst  undergo. 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength  to  show; 
Come  then,  True  and  Faithful,  now  fulfill  Thy  word ; 
'Tis  Thine  own  Third  Morning!   Rise,"  O  buried  Lordl 
"Welcome,  happy  morning!"   age  to  age  shall  say. 


60        COME,  YE  FAITHFUL,  EAISE  THE  STEAIN. 


J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


Arthur  Sullivan. 
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1.  Gome,  ye      faith-ful,  raise  the    strain  Of      tri  -  umph-ant  glad-ness; 
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..   God    hath  brought  His  Is  -  ra  -  el        In  -  to       joy     from  sad  -  ness 
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Loosed  from  Pharaoh's  bit  -  ter    yoke,    Ja  -  cob's    sons  and  daugh-ters ; 
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Led  them  with  unmoistened  foot  Thro'  the  Ked  Sea  wa  -  tera.     A  -  men 
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2  'Tis  the  Spring  of  souls  to-day; 

Christ  hath  burst  His  prison ; 
And  from  three  days'  sleep  in  death 

As  a  sun  hath  risen: 
All  the  winter  of  our  sins, 

Long  and  dark,  is  flying 
From  His  Light,  to  Whom  we  give 

Laud  and  praise  undying. 

8  Now  the  Queen  of  Seasons,  bright 
With  the  day  of  splendor. 
With  the  royal  Feast  of  feasts, 
Cbmes  its  joy  to  render ; 


Comes  to  glad  Jerusalem, 
Who  with  true  affection, 

Welcomes  in  unwearied  straioB 
Jesus'  Resurrection. 

Alleluia  now  we  cry 

To  our  King  Immortal, 
Who  triumphant  burst  the  bars 

Of  the  tomb's  dark  portal; 
Alleluia,  with  the  Son 

God  the  Father  praising ; 
Alleluia  yet  again 

To  the  Spirit  raising.    Aiue& 


IT  CAME  UPON  THE  MIDNIGHT  OLEAE. 
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E.  H.  Seabs. 
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CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 
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1.    It  came  up  -  on   the  midnight  clear,  That  glorious  song  of  old, 
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From  an-gels  bend-ing  near  the  earth,  To  touch  their  harps  of    gold  ; 
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"Peace  on  the  earth,  good  will  to  men,  From  heavVs all-gracious  King." 
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The  world  in  sol-emn   still-ness  lay.    To    hear  the    an  -  gels    sing, 
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;  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  thej  come, 
'  With  peaceful  wings  unfurled  ; 
j.nd  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 
'  O'er  all  the  weary  world : 
bove  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 
They  bend  on  hovering  wing, 
nd  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds 
The  blessed  angels  sing. 


'  But  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife 
I  The  world  has  suffered  long; 
jCneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolled 
t  Two  thousand  years  of  wrong; 
[.nd  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not 
I  The  love  song  which  they  bring ; 
[h,  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife, 
And  hear  the  angels  sing. 

Copyright.  1882, 


4  And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load, 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way. 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, — 
Look  now;  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing: 
Oh,  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 

And  hear  the  angels  sing. 


5  For  lo,  the  days  are  hastening  on 

By  prophet  bards  foretold. 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold  ; 
When  Peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  ancient  splendors  fling, 
And  the  whole  world  give  back  the  eoog 

Which  now  the  angels  sing, 
by  Mn.  B.  M.  Jewett. 
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I  LOVE  THE  HOLY  ANGELS. 
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1.  I     love    the  Ho  -  ly    An  -  gels,  So    beau  -  ti  -  ml  and  bright; 

2.  'Tis  God,  our  Heavenly  Fa  -  ther,  Who  doth  the     an  -  gels  send, 
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And  though  I    can    not     see  them,  They're  with  me  day  and  night ; 
To      guard  His   lit  -  tie      chil-dren   Un   -    til    their   life  shall  end. 
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They  watch    a-round  my     bed  -  side,  They  see     me    at      my  play ; 
When  we      are  cross  and  naugh  -  ty.    The     Ho  -  ly   An  -  gels  grieve, 
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They  know  my  ev  -  'ry    ac  -  tion.  They  hear  the  words  I  say. 

For      they  are  sad  when  children  The    way  of  goodness  leave.  A-men. 
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And  when  I  die,  the  angels 
Will  bear  my  soul  away, 

While  here  my  body  resteth 
Until  the  judgment  day. 

They'll  bear  me  gently,  softly, 
With  loving  care  most  sweet, 

And  lay  me  down  in  safety 
At  my  Kedeemer's  feet. 


4  There  with  the  Holy  Angels, 

And  holy  men  of  old, 
And  all  good  friends  who  loved  me, 

Too  many  to  be  told, 
Shall  I  be  with  the  angels. 

And  all  that  people  bright, 
Forever  and  forever, 

In  Grod's  most  glorious  light. 


I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STOKY. 


Mess  Hankey. 
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Wm.  G.  Fischeb. 


mn 


1.  1     love     to     tell  the      sto  -  ry     Of      un -seen  things  a- bo ve,  Of 

2.  I    love     to     tell  the      sto  -  ry,    More  won-der  -  ful    it  seems  Than 
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Je  -  sus  and  His  glo-ry,     Of    Je-sus  and  His  love.  I    love  to  tell  the 
all    the  gold-en  fan-cies     Of     all  our  golden  dreams.  I    love  to  tell  the 
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etc  -  ry,    Because    I  know  it's  true;   It     sat  -  is-fies  my  longings,  As 
sto  -  ry,    It     did    so  much  for    me !   And  that  is  just  the     rea-son    I 
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nothing  else  can  do.      I    love   to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  'Twill  be  my  theme  in 
tell     it  now  to  thee. 
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glo  -  ry,    To    tell    the  old,  old   sto  -  ry,    Of    Je  -  sus    and   His  love. 
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I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

'Tis  pleasant  to  repeat 
What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation 

From  God's  own  holy  word. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
'Twill  be  the  Old,  Old  Story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long. 


64  JESUS  CHEIST,  OUR  SAVIOR. 

Wm.  Whitino. 
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1.  Je  -  8U8  Christ,  our  Sav-ior,  Once  for    us     a   child,  In  Thy  whole  be- 
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We  Thy  lambs  will  be,  Foe  nor  danger  dreading.  While  we  follow  Thee. 
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2  For  all  Thou  bestowest, 

All  Thou  dost  withhold 
Whatsoe'er  Thou  knowest 

Best  for  us,  Thy  fold. 
For  all  gifts  and  graces 

While  we  live  below, 
Till  in  heavenly  places 

We  Thy  face  shall  know. 

3  We,  Thy  children,  raising 

Unto  Thee  our  hearts, 
In  Thy  constant  praising 
Bear  our  duteous  parts, 


As  Thy  love  hath  won  us 
From  the  world  away, 

Still  Thy  hands  put  on  us; 
Bless  us  day  by  day. 

Let  Thine  angels  guide  us ; 

Let  Thine  arms  enfold ; 
In  Thy  bosom  hide  us, 

Sheltered  from  the  cold ; 
To  Thyself  us  gather, 

'Mid  the  ransomed  host, 
Praising  Thee,  the  Father, 

And  the  Holy  Ghost. 
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HAEK,  HARK,  MY  SOUL. 


H.  Smart. 
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1.  Kark !  hark,  my  soul ;  Angelic  songs  are  swelling  O'er  earth's  green  Tiflds  and 

2.  Onward  we  j;o,  lor  fi ill  wt-  iivar  tliern  j-ir..;(ing,  "Come,    weary  sonls,   for 
o.  Far,    far  a  -  way,  like  bills  at  evening  peal  -  ing,    The  voice  of  Je  -  sus 

4.  Kest  comes  at  length,  tho'  life  be  long  and  dreary,  The  day  must  dawn,  and 

5.  Angels,  sing  on!  your  faithful  watches  keeping;  Sing  ns  sweet  fragments 
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ocean's  wave-beat  shore,  How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling 
Jesus  bids  you  come  ;"  And,  through  the  dark  its  echoes  sweetly  ring  -  ing, 
sounds  o'er  land  and  sea,  And  ladeu  souls  by  thousands  meekly  steal  -  ing, 
darksome  night  be  past;  Faith's  journey  ends  in  welcome  to  the  wea  -  ry, 
of  the  songs  above ;       Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weep-ing, 
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Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more. 

The  mu-sic  of  the  Gospel  leads   us    home.  Angels  of    Je-sus,  an  -  gela  of 

Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  Thee. 

And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last. 

And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love. 
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Sing  -  ing  to      wel  -  come  the  pilgrims  of  the  night,  Sing-ing   to 
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66       PEAISE,  MY  SOUL,  THE  KING  OF  HEAVEN. 


H.  F.  Lyte. 


J.  P.  HoLBROOK,  by  pep. 


1.  Praise,m7  souljthe  King  of  heaven,    To   His  feet  thy  tribute  bring ;  Kansom'd, 
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healed,  re -stored,  for- giv- en,    Ev  -  er-more  His    prais-es    sing;  Al  -  le 
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lu  -  la!        Al  -  le  -  lu    -    ia!  Praise  the    ev   -   er  -  last-ing  King, 
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2  Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
Praise  Him  still  the  same  as  ever, 
Slow  to  chide  and  swift  to  bless ; 

Alleluia!  Alleluia! 
Glorious  in  His  faithfulness. 
* 

3  Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us,      1 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us. 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes; 

Alleluia!  Alleluia! 
Widely  yet  His  mercy  flows. 

Copyright,  1881,  by  J 


Angels  in  the  height,  adore  Him; 

Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face; 
Saints,  triumphant  bow  before  Him, 

Gathered  in  from  every  race; 
Alleluia!  Alleluia! 

Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 

DOXOLOGY. 

Praise  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Praise  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Praise  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 
Ever  Three  and  ever  One : 

One  in  might,  and  one  in  glory, 
While  eternal  ages  run. 
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HEAVEN  IS  OUR  HOME. 


Sullivan. 
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1 .  We  are  but  strangeri  here,HeaTen  is  our 
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Home;  Earth  is  a  desert  drear,Heaven  is  our 
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banger  and  sorrow  staDd,RoaQtl  us  on  erery  baud, 


eaven  is  oar  Fa-ther-Iand,  Heaven  is  cnr  Home.  A-men. 
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2  What  though  the  tempests  rage? 

Heaven  is  our  Home; 
Short  is  our  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  our  Home. 
And  Time's  wild  wintry  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast, 
We  shall  reach  Home  at  last; 

Heaven  is  our  Home. 


3  There  at  our  Savior's  side, 
Heaven  is  our  Home; 
May  we  be  glorified; 

Heaven  is  our  Home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  we  love  most  and  best, 
Grant  us  with  them  to  rest: 
Heaven  is  our  Home.    Amen. 


JESUS  STILL  LEAD  ON. 
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1.  Jesus,  still  lead  on.     Till  our  rest  be   won;  And  altho' the  way  be  cheerless, 


We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless:  Guide  us  by  Thy  Hand  To  our  Fatherland. 
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"Jesu,  geh  voran.'' 

If  the  way  be  drear, 

If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  faithless  fears  o'ertake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us; 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go. 

When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief, 
W^hen  temptations  come  alluring, 


Make  us  patient  and  enduring; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 

Jesus,  still  lead  on. 

Till  our  rest  be  won; 
Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 


68  I  LOVE  TO  THINK  OF  HEAVEN. 

Wm.  Pearce.  Beethoven. 
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1  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  it  seems  not  |  far  a-  ]  way, 

Its  crystal  streams  refresh  me  as  I  |  near  the  |  closing  |  day; 
Its  balmy  winds  are  wafted  from  the  heavenly  |  hill  a-  |  hove, 
And  they  fold  me  in  an  atmosphere  of  |  puri-  |  ty  and  ]  love. 

2  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  I  long  to  |  join  the  |  choir, 
To  sing  the  song  of  Jesus  my  |  soul  would  |  never  |  tire; 
The  loved  ones  gone  before  me  are  joining  |  in  the  |  song, 
They  cast  their  crowns  before  the  Lamb  who  |  sits  up-  |  on  the 


throne. 


3  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  where  the  weary  |  are  at  |  rest; 
No  sorrow  there  can  enter  to  the  |  mansions  |  of  the  |  blest; 
All  tears  are  wiped  away  by  the  Savior's  |  loving  |  hand, 

And  sin  and  death  are  banished  from  that  |  glorious  |  happy  |  land. 

4  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  and  the  greetings  |  I  shall  ]  meet 

From  the  loving  band  of  loved  ones,  who  |  walk  the  |  golden  |  street; 
And  the  patriarchs  and  prophets,  I  shall  know  them  |  every  |  one ; 
It  is  written  in  the  Word,  "  we  shall  |  know  as  |  we  are  ]  known." 

5  But  oh,  the  rapturous  vision  when  our  eyes  be-  |  hold  the  |  King, 
And  hear  the  thrilling  welcome,  "  Ye  |  blessed,  |  enter  |  in  ! " 
Ten  thousand  suns  encircle  Him,  ten  thousand  |  crowns  a-  |  dorn 

The  sacred  head  that  bowed  in  death — the  |  head  once  |  crowned  with  |  thorns. 

6  Assemble,  all  ye  hosts,  ye  thrones,  do-  |  minions,  |  powers! 
There  is  no  King  like  Jesus!  there  |  is  no  |  heaven  like  |  oursl 
All  glory,  hallelujah !  let  heaven  and  |  earth  u-  |  nite 

To  celebrate  His  praises  with  |  infin-  |  ite  de-  |  light.    Amen. 


THE  GOLDEN  LADDEE. 


1  I  am  climbing  I  op  the  (  ladder 

That  I  leads  |  to  |  Thee ; 
Oh,  lend  Thy  |  helping  |  hand 
To  I  stead-  |  y  |  me. 

2  I  am  weak  and  |  can  not  |  walk 

Un-  I  aided  |  and  a-  |  lone. 

But  Thy  great  |  mercy  |  hast 

Through  |  a-  |  ges  |  shone ; 


3  And  I  know  that  |  with  Thy  (  help 

That  I  I  I  can  |  come, 
Tho'  the  road  be  |  dark  and  |  thorny, 
Up  I  to  I  my  I  home. 

4  Do  not  let  me  |  fall,  O  |  Lord  I 

Keep  I  Thou  |  near  |  me; 
So  when  cold  |  death  doth  |  come, 
I'll  I  keep  I  near  |  Thee. 
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1.  O    Par  -  a-dise!  O    Par  -  a-disel  Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest? 

2.  O    Par  -  a-dise!0    Par  -  a  -  disc !  The  world  is  growing    old; 

3.  O    Par  -  a-dise!0     Par  -  a-dise!  Wherefore  doth  death  delay? 

4.  O     Par  -  a-dise!  O    Par  -  a  -  dise  ! 'Tis  wea-ry    wait-ing   here; 
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Who  would  not  seek    the     hap  -  py  land  Where  they  that  loved,  are  blest? 
Who  would  not  be       at      rest     and  free  Where  love  is  nev - er    cold? 
Bright  death  that  is    the    welcome  dawn  Of     our    e  -  ter  -  nal   day; 
I     long     to     be     where   Je  -  sus     is,    To    feel,   to     see  Him  near: 
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Where  loyal  hearts  and  true, 
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al  hearts  and  true,  Stand  ev  -  er       in       the    light. 
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All    rapture  thro'  and  thro'.  In  God's  most  ho  -    ly     sight.    A  -  men, 
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J.  M.  Neaxe. 


JEEUSALEM,  THE  GOLDEN. 
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1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,     the   gol  -  den !  With  milk  and    hon  -  ey    blest ; 
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Be-neathThy   con- tern -pla  -  tion    Sink  heart  and  voice     op-prest; 
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I     know  not,     oh !      I     know    not  What  joys     a  -   wait     us  there ; 
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What  ra  -  di  -  ancy  of    glo  -  ry,  What  bliss  beyond  compare. 


A-men. 


I        I 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song. 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng; 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them. 

The  daylight  is  serene ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 
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3  There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast. 
And  they,  who,  with  their  Leader, 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
Forever  and  forever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 


FOR  THEE,  0  DEAE,  DEAR  COUNTRY. 
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J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


J.  P.  HOLBBOOK,  by  per. 
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1.  For  thee,    O    dear,  dear  coun  -  try,    Mine  eyes  their  vig  -  ils  keep; 


-*: 


gai 


J        u 


^ 


3 


»  :   4 


rr 


i 


5 


^=^=4=^=^5 


^ 


rr* 


For  ver  -  y     love     be  -  hold  -  ing       Thy  hap  -  py  name,  they  weep. 
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The  men  -  tion  of      Thy  glo      -     ry       Is     unc  -  tion  to       the  breast, 
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And  med  -  i  -  cine      in    sick  -  ness,     And  love,  and  life,    and  rest. 


12  O  one,  O  only  mansion  1 
1         O  Paradise  of  joy  1 

Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy; 
The  Lamb  is  all  Thy  splendor. 

The  Crucified  Thy  praise: 
His  laud  and  benediction 
Thy  ransomed  people  raise. 


3  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect  I 
O  sweet  and  blessed  country. 

That  eager  hearts  expect! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest: 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit  ever  blest.    Amen. 
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HOSANNA  WE  SING. 


May  be  sung  In  Unison  or  In  Harmony. 
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1.  Ho  -  san  -  na 

2.  Ho  -  san  -  na 
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sing,    like  the      chil  -  dren  dear,      In    the 
Bing,    for   He    bends    His    ear,       And  re- 
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old  -  en  days  when  the  Lord  lived  here;  He  bless'd  lit-tle  children,  and 
joices  the  hymns  of  His  own      to     hear;  We  know  that  His  heart  will 
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smiled  on  them,  While  they  chanted  His  praise  in  Je  -  ru    -    sa  - 
nev-er  wax  cold  To    the  lambs  that  He  feeds  in  His  earth  -  ly 
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Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia      we      sing,  like    the     chil -dren  bright,  W^ith 
Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia      we     sing    in      the  church  we    love,    Al   - 
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harps  of  gold,  and  their  raiment  white,  As  they  follow  their  Shepherd  with 
lu-ia  resounds  in  the  church  a-bove;  To  Thy  little  ones,  Lord,  may  such 
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HOSANNA  WE  SING.    Concluded. 
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lov-ing  eyes,  Thro'  the  beautiful  valleys  of  Par  -  a    -     dise. 
grace  be  gi  v'n,That  we  lose  not  our  part  in  the  song  of      heav'n.    A-men. 


In  I'nJHon. 


WE  AEE  LITTLE  PILGEIMS, 
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1.  We     are     lit  -  tie 

2.  Oft-times  we     are 
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grims,     We      are     stran-gers      here; 
-    ry,        Oft  -   en  -  times  in        pain; 
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We     are    hast'ning 
But    the    hope    of 
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on  -  ward      To      our     home  most  dear, 
heav  -  en        Cheers  our  souls     a  -   gain. 
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All       that  stays   our 
Grief    will  there  be 
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pro  -  gress      We     will     cast      a   -  side, 
rapt  -  ure,        Toil   will    there    be      rest ; 
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Sin  -  ful  lusts  and  pas-si ons,  E  - 
Each  day  brings  us  near  -  er  To 
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vil  thoughts  and  pride, 
our  home  most  blest.     A  -  men. 
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74         HEAVENLY  FATHER,  HEAE  OUR  PRAYER, 


I 


Cesar  Malan. 
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1.  Heavenly  Fa  -  ther,  hear  our  prayer,  Offered  through  Thy  Ho-ly    Son; 
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Evening  shadows     fill     the     air;     Day,  with  all     its  cares,  is    done. 
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Soon  shall  sleep  our  eye  -  lids  close,     Let     our  bouIs  on     Thee  re-  pose; 
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Soon  shall  sleep  our    eye  -  lids  close.      Let  our  souls  on   Thee   re  -  pose. 


2  Lord,  Thou  knowest  all  our  ways — 
All  our  life  is  in  Thy  hand ; 
Few  and  evil  are  our  days, 

Soon  cut  off  at  Thy  command — 
Like  a  flower,  at  morning  bright, 
Broken,  withered,  ere  the  night ; 
Like  a  flower,  at  morning  bright, 
Broken,  withered,   ere  the  night. 


3  "Keep  us,  Lord,  while  here  we  stay, 
Safe  beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing; 
Let  our  nightly  rest,  we  pray. 

Strength  for  daily  labor  bring. 
Ever  guide  us,  till  at  last 
Earthly  nights  and  days  are  past ; 
Ever  guide  us,  till  at  last 
Earthly  nights  and  days  are  past. 


Copyright,  1882,  by  Mrs.  B.  M.  J£WXTT. 


TRANQUIL  AND  PEACEFUL. 
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Flemming. 
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1.  Tranquil  and  peaceful  is  the  path  to  heaven,  Where  now  so  many  fresh  from  earth's  ripe 

2.  There  life  is  blissful !  shall  the  spirit  tremble?  Bright  heavenly  angels  wait  to  lead  us 

3.  There  our  lost  rosebuds  in  our  hands  shall  open ;  Love,  pure  and  holy,  in  our  bosoms 


vintage;  So  many  happy,  high  and  blessed  spirits  Wait  to  receive     us. 
yonder,  There  dwell  the  spirits  purified  by  suffering,  Blessing  and  bles.sed. 
glowing,  Flows  from  the  Father,  source  of  every  blessing,  Living  and  loving. 
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COME,  OH,  COME  TO  JESUS. 


H,  C.  Camp.    By  per. 


1.  Sinner,  come ! 'Mid  thy  gloom.  All  thy  guilt  con 
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;  Trembling  now,  Contrite  bow. 
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Take  the    of-fered  blessing.  Come  to    Je-sus     now! 
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Come  to    Je  -  sus 
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now  !      Come  to  Je  -  sus,  He  will  save  you ;  Come,  oh,  come  to  Je  -  sus. 
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2  Sinner,  come ! 

While  there's  room, 
Hiile  the  feast  is  waiting; 

While  the  Lord, 

By  His  word, 
indly  is  inviting. 


3  Sinner,  come, 

Ere  thy  doom 
Shall  be  sealed  forever; 

Now  return. 

Grieve  and  mourn. 
Flee  to  Christ,  the  Savior. 


4  Come,  believe, 
Oh,  receive 

Peace  that  like  a  river 
Flows  for  thee 
Pure  and  free; 

Drink  and  live  forever. 


76        "HE  KNOWETH  THE  WAY  THAT  I  TAKE." 

J.  p.  HOLBEOOK. 
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1.  I       know  not — the  way  is    bo    mist  -  y —        The     joys    or     the 

2.  I    stand  where  the  cross-roads  are  meet-ing,         And    know  not    the 

3.  And  I  know  that  the  way  leadeth  home-ward      To  the  land    of     the 
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griefs   it  may  bring,  What  clouds  are  o'erhang-ing  the   fut-ure,   What 
right  from  the  wrong ;  No        beck  -  on  -  ing  fin-gers    di  -  rect  me,    No 
pure  and  the  blest.   To  the  coun-try    of    ev  -  er  -  fair  sum-mer,  To  the 
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flow'rs  by   the  road-side  shall  spring;  But  there's  One  who  will  journey  be- 
wel  -  come  floats  to    me    in      song;     But  my  guide  will  soon  give  me   a 
cit     -     y      of  peace  and  of       rest;       And     there  shall  be  heal-ing    for 
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side    me,  Nor  in  weal  nor    in  woe  will  for  -  sake ;    And  this    is   my 
tok  -  en     By  wil -der-ness,  mountain,  or    lake — What-ev-er   the 

sick -ness,  And     fountains,  life's  fe  -  ver   to      slake.    What  matters  be- 
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Coiiyrirfht,  1882,  by  J.  P.  Holbbook. 
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"HE  KNOWETH  THE  WAY,  Etc."    Concluded.        77 
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dark  -  nesa 
side?     I 


and  com  -  fort — 

a  -  bout     me, 
go  heav'n-ward — 
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"He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take."' 

"He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take." 

"  He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take." 
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DAILY  WORK. 
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S.  S.  Hymnal,  by  per.  Rev.  E.  P.  Paekeb. 
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of  our  Fa-ther,  Dai-ly  work  we  find  to  do; 
in  the  morn-ing;  Catching  moments  thro'  the  day ; 
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1.  In   the  vine-yard 

2.  Toiling  ear  -  ly 
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Scat-tered  gleanings 
Noth-ing  small  or 


we  may  gath-er,   Tho'  we   are  but  young  and  few. 
low  -  ly   scorn-ing  While  we  work,  and  watch,  and  pray. 
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Lit  -  tie  clus  -  ters.  Lit  -  tie   clus-ters,  Help  to     fill    the  gar-ners   too. 
Gath'ring  glad-ly,  Gath'ring  glad-ly,  Free-will  ofF'rings  by     the    way. 


*■  •  ■0- 


W^F^ 


■*■       ■#. 


m 


■«-  ^' *■ 


f=^ 


s 


M— 


t 


:tPF=F^, 


k^ 


ot  for  selfish  praise  or  glory ; 
J    Not  for  objects  nothing  worth ; 
]But  to  send  the  blessed  story 

Of  the  Gospel  o'er  the  earth, 
Telling  mortals,  Telling  mortals 

Of  our  Lord  and  Savior's  birth. 


Steadfast,  then,  in  our  endeavor, 
Heavenly  Father,  may  we  be ; 

And  forever  and  forever 

We  will  give  the  praise  to  Thee. 

Hallelujah,  Hallelujah, 
Singing,  all  eternity. 
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SONG  OF  THE  LITTLE  WOEKEES. 


Jesse  Clement. 


.Tames  McGiianahan. 


1.  A    band  of   hum-ble  workers    In    the  vineyard  of  the  Lord,  We, 

2.  Since  Christ,  the  good  examplar,       Did  i  -  dle-ness   up-braid,  The 
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like  the  blessed  Savior,  Will  strive  in  sweet  accord.  To  do  the  Master's 
hands  that  covet  la-bor  Shall  have  our  cheerful  aid;  The  homeless  and  for- 
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bid-ding,  Whate'er  the  task  assigned,  Our  rallying  song  and  watchword,  "The 
sak  -en,  We'll  help  to  safe  retreats.  Where  skies  are  never  frowning.  And 
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good  of  human  kind."  The  good  of  human  kind,     The  good  of   hu-man 
tempests  nev-er  beat.  And  tempests  nev-er  beat.      And  tempests  nev  -  er 
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kind.  Our  rallying    eong  and  watchword,  "The  good  of  human  kind." 
beat.  Where  skies  are  nev  -  er  frown-ing.     And  tempests  nev-er    beat. 
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SUPPLICATION. 


From  S.  S.  ITTmnal,  by  per. 
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1.  Heavenly  Fa-ther,  from  Thy  tlirone,  Look  in  love    and  pit  -  y      down; 

2.  By     the  great  and  ten-der     love    Thou  didst  once  for    sin  -  ner^  prove, 
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Thou  canst  save,  and  Thou  a  -    lone;  Lord,  in 
Love  that  brought  Thee  from  a-bove;   Je  -  sus, 
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Sav  -  ior, 


hear 
hear 
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^  Blessed  Spirit,  gentle  Dove, 
From  Thy  home  in  heaven  above, 
C!ome,  and  fill  our  hearts  with  love, 
Holy  Spirit,  hear  us. 


4  When  our  feet  are  led  to  stray 
From  Thy  pure  and  perfect  way, 
Then,  withhold  us.  Lord,  we  pray; 
Jesus,  Savior,  hear  us. 


MOEE  LOVE  TO  THEE,  0  CHRIST. 

E.  P.  Peentiss.  J.  P.  HOLBROOK.    By  per. 
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\    1.  More  love  to  Thee,  0  Christ !  More  love  to  Thee  !  Hear  Thou  the  pray'r  I  make,On  bended 
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knee ;  This  is  my  earnest  plea- 
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-More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee,  Mere  love  to  Thee. 
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2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved. 

Sought  peace  and  rest ; 
Now  Thee  alone  I  seek, 

Give  what  is  best : 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be — 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee. 

3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, 

Send  grief  and  pain; 
Sweet  are  Thy  messengers. 
Sweet  their  refrain, 

Copyright,  1880,  by  J.  P.  Holbrook. 


Wlien  they  can  sing  with  me — 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee. 
Then  shall  my  latest  breath 

Whisper  Thy  praise; 
This  be  the  parting  cry 

My  heart  shall  raise, — 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be- 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 

More  love  to  Thee. 
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LITTLE  OHILDEEN,  GOME  TO  JESUS. 
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1.  Little  cliildren,coine  to  Jesus ;  Hear  Him  saying,  come  to  me : 
Blessed  Jesus,  Who  to  save  u8,Shed  His  blood  on  Calvary. 
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Little  souls  were  made  to 
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serve  Him;  All  His  holy  law  fulfill :  little  hearts  were  made  to  love  Him;  Little  hands  to  do  His  will.  Amec 
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2  Little  eyes  to  read  the  Bible, 

Given  from  the  heavens  above; 
Little  ears  to  hear  the  story 
Of  the  Savior's  wondrous  love; 


Little  tongues  to  slug  His  praises; 

Little  feet  to  walk  His  ways; 
Little  bodies  to  be  temples 

Where  the  Holy  Spirit  stays.  Amen 


THE  LOVING  LITTLE  ONES. 


Rev.  E.  Unangst. 


J.  H.  KURZENKNABE. 
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1.  'T  is  Jesus  loves  the  li  ttle  ones,  and  calls  them  as  His  own,     He's  always  with  the 

2.  Let  little  ones  sing  Jesus' name,  He  loves  to  hear  them  sing,  And  fill  His  courts  with 
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The  lov   -   ing 
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little  ones,The 
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little  oneSjThey're  never  left  alone.        The  loving,  loving    little  ones,The 
joyful  sound,And  make  His  praises  ring. 
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.love   -   ly        little  ones,The  bless  -  ed 
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little  oneSjThe  happy  little  ones. 
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lovely,  lovely  little  ones,Theblessed,blessed  little  ones,The  happy  little  ones. 
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4  'Tis  Jesus  whom  the  little  ones 
May  call  their  loving  king; 
'T  is  He  that  makes  them  angels,  too, 
His  name  for  aye  to  sing. 


3  He  loves  to  be  with  little  ones. 
And  hear  their  childlike  prayer, 
And  tenderly  He  takes  them  up, 
Into  His  loving  care. 


YIELD  NOT  TO  TEMPTATION. 


81 


^4==^=^- 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  R.  Palmer,  by  per. 
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1.  Yi.  Id  not  to  temp-ta  -  tion,    For  yielding  is         sin, 

2.  Siiun  e  -  vil  compan  -  ions,    Bad  language  dis-dain, 

3.  To    Him  that  o'ercom-eth,     God  giveth  a       crown, 


Each  vict'rywill 
God's  name  hold  in 
Thro'  faith  we  shall 
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help  you  Some  oth-er  to  win;  Fight  man-ful  -  ly  on  -  ward, 
rev-'rence.  Nor  take  it  in  vain;  Be  thoughtful  and  ear  -  nest, 
con  -  qner.  Though  often    cast    down;       He      who  is     our   Sav  -  ior, 
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Dark  passions  subdue.  Look  ev-er  to  Je  -  sus.  He'll  carry  you  through. 
Kind-hearted  and  true.  Look  ev-er  to  Je  -  sus,  He'll  carry  you  through. 
Our  strength  will  renew.      Look  ev-er    to  Je  -  sus.   He'll  carry  you  through. 
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Ask     the  Sav -ior    to    help  you,     Com  -  fort,  strengthen  and  keep  you ; 
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He       is    will  -  ing    to    aid    you,       He     will  car  -  ry    you  through. 
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WOEK. 


Mrs.  Belle  Towne. 


T.  Martin  Townb. 
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1.  Work,  work !  where  shall  we  work,  Where  is  the  field  we  may  share? 

2.  Work,  work !    how  shall  we  work.  How  shall  we  la-bor    a   -   right? 

3.  Work,  work !  when  shall  we  work,  When  shall  the  sickle  go    in  ? 

4.  Work,  work!    ev  -  er  we'll  work.  Working  with  hearts  full  of  love; 
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Ev  -  er    in    sight  is     the  harvest  white,  Work  can  be  found  any  where. 
Working  in  love  like  the  angels  a  -  bove, Working  with  God  in  our  might. 
Working  to  -  day    is    the    on  -  ly  way.     If    a  full  harvest  we'd  win. 
Working  in  might  with  the  morning  light,  Working  for  Jesus  a  -  bove. 
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Work !  work,     work !   Ev  -  er     we'll  work,  work  for     the     Lord ; 
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Haste,  haste,     haste!  Lin  -  ger    not,  time    wait-eth    for     none. 
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,  By  permission  of  Stillman  &  Townb. 


ALL  GLOEY  IN  THE  HIGHEST. 

National  Hymn  of  Holland. 
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From  P.  S.  Hymnal,  by  per. 


1.  All  glo-ry    in    the    high    -    est     Be    giv  -en,    Lord,  to  Thee; 
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On  earth,  with  men  of    good  -  will,     Let  peace   for  -  ev   -  er     be. 


prtt 


IS 


^^=t 


S 


:ti: 


^ 


M 


i^p^ 


-4=^ 


I'^zq: 


^ 


©^ 


i? 


3=?= 


-*—i — 0- 


We  praise  Thee,  we     a  -  dore     Thee,  We  bless  and    mag  -  ni  -  fy; 
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And  for  Thine  own    great  glo 
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We  thank  Thee,     Lord,  most 
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high,  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  most  high. 


2  And  Thou,  O  Clirist,  our  Savior, 

God's  well-beloved  Son; 
O  Jesus,  our  anointed, 

Who  hast  redemption  won ; 
Thou  for  the  world's  transgressiona 

Dost  evermore  atone ; 
O  Lamb,  who  guilt  absolvest, 

To  us  be  mercy  shown. 
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WE  PLOW  THE  FIELDS  AND  SCATTER. 


SCHULTZ. 
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1.  We  plow  the  fields  and  scat  -  ter    The  good  seed    on      the  land,    But 

2.  He    on  -  ly    is    the  Mak  -  er     Of     all  things  near  and  far;    He 

3.  We  thank  Thee,  then,  O  Fa  -  ther.  For  all  things  bright  and  good.  The 
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it  is  fed  and  watered  By  God's  al-might-y  hand.  He  sends  the  snow  in' 
paints  the  wayside  flow-er.  He  lights  the  evening  star.  The  winds  and  waves  o-« 
seed-time  and  the  harvest.  Our  life,  our  health,  our  food.  Accept  the  gifts  we 
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winter,  The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain,  The  breezes  and  the  sunshine,  And 
bey  Him,  By   Him  the  birds  are    fed  ;  Much  more  to  us,  His  children,  He 
of  -  fer,  For     all  Thy   love  im-parts.  And,  what  Thou  most  desirest.  Our 
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soft,    re-freshing  rain. 

gives  our  dai-ly  bread.  All  good  gifts  around  us.  Are  sent  from  heav'n  above, 

humble,  thankful  hearts. 
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Then  thank  the  Lord,  oh,  thank  the  Lord,  For     all         His  love.     A -men. 
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COME,  YE  THANKFUL  PEOPLE,  COME.  85 


Henry  Alfokd 


G.  J.  Elvey. 


— J-#-.— # # 


^ 


^ 


^ 


1    Come,  ye  thank-ful  peo  -  pie,  come,  Raise    the  song    of    Harvest-home; 
2.  All      the  world  is  God's  own  field,  Fruit    un  -  to     His  praise  to  yield ; 
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\11        is    safe  -  ly  gath-ered     in.       Ere     the    win  -  ter  storms  be-gin ; 
Wheat  and  tares   to-geth  -  er    sown,    Un  -  to      joy      or    sor- row  grown; 
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God     our  Mak  -  er,  doth  pro  -  vide     For     our  wants  to    be    sup -plied; 
First   the  blade,  and  then  the    ear,     Then  the   full  corn  shall  ap  -  pear; 
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Come  to  God's  own  tern -pie,  come.  Raise  the  song  of     Harvest  -  home. 
Lord    of    Har-vest,  grant  that  we      Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 
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3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  His  harvest  home ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  offences  purge  away  ; 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  garner  evermore. 


4  Even  so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
To  Thy  final  Harvest-home ; 
Gather  Thou  Thy  people  in. 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin ; 
There,  forever  purified, 
In  Thy  presence  to  abide ; 
Come,  with  all  Thine  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest-home. 
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We     for  -  get  them,  but  they  stand  Wit-ness  -  es       at  God's  right  hand, 
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And  their  tes-ti  -  mo  -  ny  bear  For    us,    or      a- 


ainst  us  there.  A-men. 
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2  Oh,  how  often  ours  have  been 
Idle  words  and  words  of  sin! 
Words  of  anger,  scorn,  or  pride, 
Or  deceit,  our  faults  to  hide, 
Envious  tales,  or  strife  unkind, 
Leaving  bitter  thoughts  behind. 


3  Grant  us.  Lord,  from  day  to  day, 
Strength  to  watch,  and  grace  to  pray. 
May  our  lips  from  sin  kept  free, 
Love  to  speak  and  sing  of  Thee; 
Till  in  heaven  we  learn  to  raise 
Hymns  of  everlasting  praise.     Amen. 


BE  NEAR  US. 


Rev.  E.  P.  Parker. 

From  8.  .■5.  Hymnal,  h\  \pt. 
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1.  When  the  world     is 

2.  When  life's  scene   is 


bright-est,  When  our   hearts  are     liuht-est, 
sliad  -  ed,  All        its  briglit  hoi)es  fad   -   ed, 
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Bless  -  ed        Je   -    sus,  hear :         Let      Thy      help      be     near. 
Bless  -  ed        Je   -    su.s,  hear:         Light    of    heaven,    be     near. 
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When  our  foes  surround  us, 
When  our  sins  have  bound  us, 
Blessed  Jesus,  hear. 
Let  Thy  help  be  near. 


4  When  life,  slowly  waning. 
Shows  but  heaven  remaining, 
Bles.sed  Jesus,  hear: 
Light  of  heaven,  be  near. 


FOLLOW  ME. 
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Mrs.  M.  J.  BmLK. 


J.  H.  Fillmore.    By  per. 
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1.  Long  a  -  go,     in     old   Ju  -  de  -  a,       By    tlie  .shores  of    Gal  -  i  -  lee, 
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Je  -  sue  spake  un  -  to     the   fish-ers:  "  Leave  your  nets  and  follow  me." 
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Who  of  you  will  leave  your  pleasures,  Take  your  cross  and  follow    Him? 
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2  Now  no  more  in  old  Judea, 

Jesus  walketh  by  the  sea; 
But  He  calleth,  ever  calleth, 

Who  will  come  and  follow  me? 
Come  to  Jesus — time  may  tarnish 

Many  a  dream  of  beauty  fair; 
What  He  offers,  fadeth  never 

Life  eternal  over  there. 


3  Over  there,  beyond  death's  billows, 

Eyes  of  faith  can  plainly  see 
The  bright  mansions  where  He  promised 

All  His  followers  should  be. 
Children,  listen  to  the  story, 

Pealing  thro'  the  ages  dim  ; 
Jesus  loves  you  I  died  to  save  you ! 

Give  up  all,  and  follow  Him. 
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H.  Harbaugh. 


JESUS,  I  LIVE  TO  THEE. 


J.  p.  HOLBEOOK,  by  per. 


Copyright,  1881,  by  J.  P.  Holbrook. 


1  Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee, 

The  loveliest  and  best, 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me, 
In  Thy  blest  love  I  rest. 

2  Jesus,  I  die  to  Thee, 

Whenever  death  shall  come ; 
To  die  in  Thee  is  life  to  me. 
In  my  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best; 
To  live  in  Thee  is  bliss  to  me, 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 


4  Living  or  dying,  Lord, 
I  ask  but  to  be  thine ; 
My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me. 
Makes  heaven  forever  mine. 


1  Blest  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord, 

That  taught  us  this  sweet  way, 
Only  to  love  Thee  for  Thyself 
And  for  that  love  obey. 

2  O  Thou,  our  souls'  chief  hope. 

We  to  Thy  mercy  fly ; 
Where'er  we  are,  Thou  canst  protect, 
Whate'er  we  need,  supply. 

3  Whether  we  sleep  or  wake. 

To  Thee  we  both  resign ; 
By  night  we  see,  as  well  as  day, 
If  Thy  light  on  us  shine. 


4  Whether  we  live  or  die, 
Both  we  submit  to  Thee; 
In  death  we  live,  as  well  as  life, 
If  Thine  in  death  we  be. 

J.  Austin. 

TOPLADY. 

Dr.  T.  Hastings. 

Jw  Fine. 
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1.  Rock  of    A  -  ges,    cleft  for    me.      Let  me  hide    my -self  in    thee! 
D.  C.  Be     of    sin    the      double    cure;  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 
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Let  the     wa  -  ter    and  the  blood,  From  His  riv  -  en  side   that 
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BOOK  OF  AGES. 
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A.  M.  TOFLADY. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK,  by  per. 
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1.  Rock  of    A    -  ges,  cleft  for    me,     Let    me 

2.  Not    the    la  -  bor     of    my  hands   Can  ful  ■ 


hide    my  -  self    in  thee ! 
•  fill      the   law's  demands ; 
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Let    the  wa  -  ter     and    the  blood,  From  Thy 
Could  my  zeal    no      res  -  pite  know,  Could  my 
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wound -ed   side  that  flowed, 
tears    for  -  ev  -  er  flow, 
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sin      the  doub-le  cure;  Cleanse  me  from     its  guilt  and  power, 
sin     could  not     a  -  tone.  Thou  must  save,   and  Thou  a  -  lone. 
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Rock   of     A   -  ges,  cleft   for  me,       Let    me  hide    my  -  self  in     thee. 
Hock   of     A   -  ges,  cleft   for  me,       Let    me  hide    my  -  self  in     thee. 
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3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Vile,  I  to  the  fountain  fly, 
Wash  me.  Savior,  or  I  die ! 
Kock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

Copyright,  1881, 


by  J. 


4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne, 
Kock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me ! 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

P.  HOLBKOOK. 
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STAND  UP,  STAND  UP  FOR  JESUS. 


Rev.  Geo.  Duffield. 


G.  J.  Webb. 
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1.  Stand  up,  stand  up     for    Je  -    sua,     Ye  sol-  diers    of      the  cross; 
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Lift  liigh  His  roy  -  al     ban    -   ner,     It    must  not    Buf  -  fer   loss ; 
.S.  Till  ev  -  'ry    foe       is     vanquished,    And  Christ  is  Lord     in  -  deed. 
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2  Stand  up,,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict. 

In  this  His  glorious  day: 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone  ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you- 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And  watcliing  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  liira  that  overcometh 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


1  The  morning  light  is  breaking; 

The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love. 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending, 

In  gratitude  above; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey. 
And  seek  the  Savior's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation. 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  riches  stay: 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come." 

Kev.  S.  F.  Smith. 


HOW  FIEM  A  FOUNDATION,  YE  SAINTS.  91 

G.  JCeith.  Reading. 
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1.  How  firm     a  foun-da  -  tion,  ye     saints  of  the  Lord,  Is      laid  for  your 
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faith    ill     His   ex  -  eel-lent  word  !  What  more  can  He  say      than  to 
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yon  He  hath  said, —    To    yon     who  for    ref  -  uge  to      Je  -  sus  have 
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2  "Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  he  not  dismayed, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid; 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand, 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trials  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  "The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not — I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul— though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake,— 
I'll  never — no,  never — no,  never  forsake  I " 
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I  WAS  A  WANDERING  SHEEP. 


BONAB. 
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1.  I      was       a    wand'ring     sheep,      I        did     not    love  the       fold, 

2.  The  Shepherd  sought  His    sheep,      The   Fa  -  ther  sought  His  child ; 
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I       did      not  love    my  Shepherd's  voice,  I  would  not    be      con-trolled; 
He    fol-Iowed  me     o'er     vale  and  hill,    O'er  des-erts  waste  and  wild; 
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I        was       a      wayward      child,     I         did     not      love  my      home. 
He  found    me    nigh    to       death.    Famished,  and     faint,  and      lone ; 
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I      did     not  love    my     Father's  voice,  I    loved     a  -  far      to     roam. 
He  bound  me  with    the   bands  of  love,    He  saved  the  wand'ring  one. 
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3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is ; 

'Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 

'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole; 
'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost. 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep; 
'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 


4  No  more  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  love  to  be  controlled, 
I  love  my  tender  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love  the  peaceful  fold. 
No  more  a  wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam  ; 
I  love  my  heavenly  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home  I 
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C.  GUONOD. 
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1.  Who       is 

2.  'Tis       the 
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this       that  comes    from        E    -    dom,     All       His 
Sav   -    ior,     now      vie     -     to   -   rious,    Travel-ing 
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rai    -    ment  stained  with  blood,     To       the      cap  -  tive    speak  -  ing 
on     -    ward     in       His     might;    'Tis     the      Sav  -  ior,      oh,        how 
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free  -  dom,  Bring  -  ing       and         be  -  stow  -  ing      good  ?    Glo  -  rious 
glo  -  rious  To  His       peo    -   pie        is        the      sight!     Sa   -  tan 
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is  the   garb  He  wears,  Glo -rious    is 

con-quered  and   the  grave ;  Je  -  sus    now 
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the  spoil    He    bears, 
is  strong  to      save. 


3  This  the  Savior  has  effected 
By  His  mighty  arm  alone  ; 
See  the  throne  for  Him  erected ; 

'Tis  an  everlasting  throne. 
'Tis  the  great  reward  He  gains, 
Glorious  fruit  of  all  His  pains. 


4  Mighty  Victor!  reign  forever; 

Wear  the  crown  so  dearly  won ; 
Never  shall  Thy  people,  never. 

Cease  to  sing  what  Thou  hast  done; 
Thou  hast  fought  Thy  people's  foes, 
Thou  hast  healed  Thy  people's  woes. 
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WHAT  ARE  THESE  IN  BRIGHT  ARRAY. 


James  Montgomkky. 


E.  Ives,  Jr. 
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1.  What  are  these  in  bright  ar-ray,  This     in  -  nu  -  mer   -   a  -  ble  throng, 
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Kound  the  al  -  tar    night  and  day,  Hymning  one     tri  -  umph-ant  song : 
D.  S.  Wisdom,  rich  -  es,        to      ob  -  tain,  New    do  -  min  -  ion       ev  -  'ry  hour." 


iiS 


^-r-^ g— #-i^- 


^fct 


rjz^ 


^P^ 


»  •  P 


i^ 


§t^, 


H 


__^ 


±1 


e 


"  Worthy    is     the  Lamb,  once  slain.  Blessing,  hon-or,      glo  -  ry,    power, 
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2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod; 

These  from  great  afflictions  came; 
Now,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  His  Almighty  Name; 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor-palms  in  every  hand, 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might. 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear, 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 


Palms  of  glory,  raiment  bright. 
Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 

Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light. 
Priests,  and  kings,and  conquerors  they. 


Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

And  proclaim  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  His  cross  alone. 

2  Kings  for  harps  their  crowns  resign, 

Crying,  as  they  strike  the  chords, 
"  Take  the  kingdom,  it  is  Thine, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords." 
Round  tho  altar,  priests  confess. 

If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow, 
'T  was  the  Savior's  righteousness, 

And  His  blood,  that  made  them  so. 

3  Who  were  these  ? — On  earth  they  dwelt, 

Sinners  once  of  Adam's  race. 
Guilt,  and  fear,  and  suffering  felt, 

But  were  saved  by  sovereign  grace. 
They  were  mortal,  too,  like  us : 

Ah,  when  we,  like  them,  shall  die, 
May  our  souls,  translated  thus. 

Triumph,  reign,  and  slmie  on  high, 
James  Montgohesy. 


THERE  IS  A  GEEEN  HILL  FAR  AWAY. 
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By  per.  of  Rev.  E.  P.  Parker. 
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1.  There  is      a    green  hill  far      a  -  way,  Without       a      cit   -   y   wall, 

2.  We  may    not  know,  we  can    not  tell  What  pain  He  had     to    bear; 
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Where  the    dear  Lord  was  cru  -  ci  -  fied,  And  died    to    save    us    all. 
But    we      be  -  lieve    it  was     for    us      He    hung  and  suffered   there. 
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Oh,  dear  -  ly,  dear  -  ly      has  He  loved,  And  we  must  love  Him  too ; 
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And  trust   in    His      re -deeming  blood,  And  try  His  works  to    do. 
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3  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven. 
He  died  to  make  us  good ; 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven, 
Save^^  by  His  precious  blood. 


4  There  was  no  other  good  enough 
To  pay  the  price  of  sin ; 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 
Of  heaven,  and  let  ua  in. 
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I  WOULD  LIVE  LIKE  JESUS. 


Rev.  E.  p.  Parker,  by  per. 
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1.  I      would  live    like  Je    -    bus,        Free   from    ev  -  'ry    sin; 
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May    His    Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it    Make    me  pure  with  -  in. 
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I       would    toil     for    Je    -    sus, 


Strengthened  by    His  grace ; 
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His  face. 
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2  I  would  tell  to  Jesus 

Every  grief  and  care, 
He  delights  to  answer 

Humble,  fervent  prayer. 
Through  the  changeful  future, 

Jesus,  be  my  guide ; 
In  Thy  great  compassion 

Keep  me  near  Thy  side. 


3  I  would  trust  in  Jesus 

All  my  journey  through; 
He  is  ever  faithful, 

He  is  ever  true. 
Savior,  in  my  spirit 

Shed  abroad  Thy  love ; 
When  I  die,  receive  me 

To  Thy  home  above. 


MY  SPIBIT  LONGS  FOR  THEE. 
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From  Holbrook's  Quartet  and  Chorus  Choir,  by  per. 
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M7  spir  -  it   longs  for    Thee,         To  dwell  with-in      my  breast: 
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Yet        hath  my  heart  no    rest  Un  -  til       it    come  to    Thee. 
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BEAUTIFUL  LAND  OF  EEST. 


rrom  S.  8.  Hymnal,  by  per. 
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1.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,    so   bright  and  fair,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  land    of 

2.  We  long    to     see     thy  pearl  -  y    gates,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  land     of 

3.  Un  -  to     the  riv  -  er's  banks  we  come.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  land    of 
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rest! 
rest! 
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No  gloom-y  night,  nor  sor- row  there.  Beau -ti- ful  land  of 
And  for  their  open-ing  still  we  wait.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  of 
Each  moment  brings  us     near-er  home.  Beau -ti- ful   land   of 
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rest! 
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Je  -  sus,  the    Sun,  for-ev-  er  reigns,  O'er  all  those  bright  ce-les-tial  plains, 
And  when  our  toils  and  cares  are  o'er,  Then  those  who'Te  crossed  the  stream  before 
There  millions  who've  the  vict'ry  found.  Have  laid  the  cross  and  armor  dow4, 
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And  an  -  gels  sing  in  joy  -  ful  strains  In  the  land  of  rest. 
Will  wel-come  us  to  Canaan's  shore.  To  the  land  of  rest. 
But     we     are    striv-iag     for    the  crown       In    the  land    of      rest. 
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I  LEFT  IT  ALL  WITH  JESUS. 
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Miss  Ellen  H.  Willis. 


Enrrlish. 


1.  I      left    it    all  with  Je-sus,  Long   a -go;    All  my  sins  I  brought  Him, 

2.  I    leave   it    all  with  Je  -  sus,  For  He  knows  How  to  steal  the  bit  -  ter 
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And   my  woe;  When  by  faith  I  saw  Him    On  the  tree,  Heard  His  small,  still 
From  life's  woes;  How  to  gild  the  tear-drop  "With  His  smile,  Make  the  desert 
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Avhis  -  per,   'Tis     for  thee;  From  my  heart  the  bur -den  Rolled  a -way — 
gar  -  den    Bloom  a-while;  When  my  weakness  lean-eth    On  His  might, 
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Hap  -  py  day !  From  my  heart  the  burden  Rolled  a-way — Happy     day  ! 
All  seems  light.  When  my  weakness  leaneth  On  His  might,  All  seems  light. 
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I  leave  it  all  with  Jesns 

Day  by  day; 
Faith  can  firmly  trust  Him 

Come  what  may ; 
Hope  has  dropped  her  anchor, 

Found  her  rest, 
In  the  calm,  sure  haven 

Of  His  breast ; 
Love  esteems  it  heaven 
To  abide— At  His  side.  :B 
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4  Oh,  leave  it  dl  with  Jesus, 

Drooping  soul  I 
Tell  not  half  thy  story, 

But  the  whole. 
Worlds  on  worlds  are  hanging 

On  His  hand. 
Life  and  death  are  waiting 

His  command ; 
||:  Yet  His  tender  bosom 
Makes  thee  room — Oh,  oome  home. 
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J.  W.  8. 

MIow. 


OH!  THE  JOY  OF  CALMLY  RESTING. 

Gbegor  Speck. 
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1.  Oh!  the  joy     of   calm-ly  rest  -  ing,    On  the  Sav  -  ior's  changeless 
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Oh!  the  sweetness  thus  of  test-ing,  Mer-cy  flow  -  ing  from  a  - 
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bove  When  the  heart  from  care  is  sink  -  ing,  When  the  bo  -  som  deep  -  ly 
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sighs;    On  His  words  of  comfort  thinking,  Every  load  of  trouble  flies. 
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2  "Casting  all  thy  care  upon  Him," 
Is  the  Spirit's  earnest  call; 
"On  the  Lord  cast  all  thy  burden," 

Every  weight  of  trial  roll. 
Though  the  path  thy  foot  now  presses, 

Straight  across  the  desert  lie, 
Once  that  path  was  trod  by  Jesus, 
Every  step  of  sorrow  nigh. 

Used  by  permission 


3  Brief  the  period  of  thy  sorrow, 

Strong  His  sympathy  of  love, 
Endless  is  thy  bright  to-morrow. 

With  Him  in  His  courts  above. 
Nought  thy  soul  from  Him  can  sever 

Nought  His  love  from  thee  can  part 
Thine  His  rest,  His  home  forever, 

Thine  His  smile,  His  joy,  His  hearl 

of  O.  DITSON  <k  Co. 


LiTTHER  James. 


BE  ACTIVR 


T.  Martin  Towne,  by  per. 
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1.  Look    ye,  broth  -  ers,  time  is  roll-ing,  Eoll-ing  rap  -  id  -  ly  a  -  way; 

2.  Plant  your  stand-ard  firm  and  fearless,  On    the    cit-a-delof  night; 
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Ves  -  per  bells  will    soon    be   toll  -  ing,  Tolling  for  the  dy-ing    day: 
Hard  may  seem  the    task  and  cheerless,  But  the  promis'd  crown  is  bright : 
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Rouse  thee,comrades,nerve  for  la  -  bor,  In    life's  bat  -  tie,  dare   and  do! 
Poor    yourself,  you  have  for  oth-ers  Wealth,  you  may  not,  must  not  keep, 
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Bold  -  ly  wield  truth's  gleaming  saber,  Vanquish  wrong  and  right  pursue. 
Words  of  cheer  for  drooping  brothers,  Tears  to  shed  with  those  who  weep. 
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Smiles  to  cheer  the  lone  one's  labor, 

Toiling  o'er  life's  weary  way; 
Bread  to  share  with  poorer  neighbors, 

Hung'ring,  starving,  ev'ry  day: 
Go  to  hearts  that  pine  and  perish, 

Wipe  the  flowing  tears  away; 
Ev'ry  smitten  spirit  nourish. 

Drooping  sadly  by  the  way. 


Carry  gladness  to  the  sighing. 

Give  your  strength  to  bear  the  lame, 
Whisper  comfort  to  the  dying. 

Whisper  softly  Jesus'  name: 
Up  some  hill  or  down  some  valley, 

Seek  the  lost  to  guide  aright; 
Hark !  the  bugle  sounds  the  rally, 

Gird  you,  comrades,  for  the  fignt. 
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SING  EVERMORE. 


James  Price. 
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1.  We'll  sing     as       we      go  through  the  val  -  ley      be  -  low,       And 

2.  We'll  sing     of      the      vie  -  to   -  ry      Je   -  sus    has     won,       We'll 

3.  We'll  sing    of      the     place  He     has  gone      to      pre  -  pare,      Up 
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while  thro' the  des-ert  we  roam;  We'll  sing  in  the  midst  of  our 
sing  how  He  died  on  the  tree ;  We'll  sing  of  the  glo  -  ri  -  ous 
where  the  bright  pearly  gates     stand.      And  all  they  that  give  themselves 
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work  He     has  done,  Sal    - 
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Soon, soon,     soon, 


Soon    we     shall  reach  the  bright  shore.     And 
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join  with  the  ransomed  in  glory   a-bove,  Then  we  shall  sing  ever-more. 
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UP  YONDEE. 


Margarette  Snodgrass. 
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T.  Martin  Townk.    By  per. 
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And  a  Hand  when  we  are  wea  -  ry,  Reaching  thro'  the  night. 
As  the  darkness  drifts  a  -  sun  -  der,  We  shall  find  our  way. 
While  His  watchful  care  is   o'er         us,    We   need    nev  -  er    stray. 
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There  are  worlds  of  light  up  yonder,    There  is  al-ways  light  up  yon-der, 


I — c — ^    g  L^    y  I     I 


F 


_.rfr2 L- 


r=FF^FT=f 


-^2- 


:^^=y: 


P: 


^ — ?< — N-  N  H 


^    s    ^ 


::>r-if 


:^3:sfat 


It 


:^- 


b:jL-4^-=J4^3=r:=gci^^^^^ 


-*■    -r  -sr 


U    b    b 

In  the  darkest  night ;  There  are  worlds  of  light,  If  we  lift  our  eves  up  yonder. 
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R.  W.  ToOD, 


MIGHTY  TO  SAVE. 


Habby  Sanders,  by  per. 
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1.  Oh,  who      is      this   that  com  -  eth  From  E  -  dom's  crim-son  plain, 

2.  Oh,  why       is    thine    ap  -  par   -el    With  reek  -  ing  gore    all    dyed, 

3.  O    bleed  -  ing  Lamb,  my    Sav  -  ior.  How  couldstThou  bear  this  shame? 
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With  wounded  side,  with  garments  dyed?  Oh,  tell  me  now  thy  name. 

Like  them  that  tread  the  wine-press  red?  Oh,  why  this  bloody    tide? 

"  With  mercy  fraught,  mine  own  arm  brought  Salva-tion    in   my  name. 
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*'  I,  that    saw    thy  soul's    dis  -  tress,    A      ran  -  som  gave. 

"  I  the    wine-press  trod       a   -  lone,  'Neath  dark'ning  skies. 

I  the    blood  -  y  fight    have   won,  Con-quered     the  grave. 
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save.' 


I  that  speak  in  right-eous  -  ness,  Might-y 
Of  the  peo  -  pie  there  was  none  Might-y 
Now  the  year      of        joy    has     come, — Might-y 
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Might-y     to   save,  .  .  Might-y     to    save,  .  . 

Might-y      to  save,  Might-y      to  save, 
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MIGHTY  TO  SAVE.    Concluded. 
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Might-y    to  save.  Lord,  I  trust  Thy  wondrous  love,  Mighty  to    save. 
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OHEIST  IN  THE  SHIP, 
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Kev.  E.  p.  Parker. 
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1.  My      bark   is  waft  -  ed 

2.  He      holds  me  when   the 
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on   the  strand  By  breath     di 
billows  smite;  I      shall      not 
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fall; 
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all. 


pi 


k        r  k'        i 

And      on     the    helm  therg    rests    a   hand,      0th  -  er     than 
If      sharp,  'tis    short ;   if        long,  'tis  light ;     He     tern  -  pers 
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One  who  has  known  in   storms   to    sail,     I      have 
Safe    to    the   land !  safe      to      the  land  !  The   end 
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A   -   bove  the      rag  -  ing      of      the  gale,    I 
And  then  with   Him    go     hand    in  hand    Far 
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hear 
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my 
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Lord. 
bliss. 
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LITTLE  BEAMS  OF  BRIGHTNESS. 


Wm.  Kibbey. 


J.  H.  Fillmore.    By  per. 
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1.  Lit   -   tie     beams      of    bright-ness,     Lit   -  tie      gems       of      love, 

2.  And     the        lit    -   tie       an  -  gels,      Sing  -  ing       as       they  roam, 
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Make      the      bliss  -  ful       E   -   den         Of 
Make    that      land       de  -  light -ful         For 
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the 


realms   a  ■ 
heaven-ly 


bove. 
home. 
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3  So  may  little  cliildren, 

As  a  little  band, 
Brighten  every  footstep 

To  the  heavenly  land. 


4  Little  prayers  devoted. 
Little  songs  of  praise, 

To  our  blessed  Father 
Brighten  all  our  days. 


5  Learning  of  the  Savior, 
Is  the  heavenly  way, 

Leading  on  to  Glory, 
And  eternal  day. 


Mrs.  Dewitt. 


HEAE  THE  PENNIES  DROPPING. 
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^^ 
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1.  Hear  the  pennies  dropping,  Listen  while  they  fall, — Every  one    for 

2.  Now,  while  we  are  lit  -  tie,    Pennies  are  our  store;  But  when  we  are 
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Je   -    SUB,      He     will     get     them  all.  Dropping,  dropping  ev    -    er, 
old    -  er.        Lord,  we'll  give  thee  more.  Tho'  we  have  not  mon  -  ey, 
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From  each  lit -tie  hand:  'Tis  our  gift   to    Je  -  sus  From  His  little  band. 
We  can  give  Him  love.  He  will  own   our  offering,  Smiling  from  above. 
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WE  AEE  LITTLE  STUDENTS. 


Onfant  Class.)       107 

J.  R.  MURKAY. 


1.  We  are  little  students,  Seeking  in  onr  yoath,  Seeking  in  our  youth,  Seeking  in  our 


youth.    Paths  of  wisdom,  safety,  Life,  the  light,  the  trath,  Life,  the  light,  the  truth. 


2  Little  thoughts  and  actions, 

II :  Heed  we  will  with  care; 
Truth  with  its  attractions 
II :  Keeps  from  every  snare. 

3  Little  truths  we're  learning, 

II :  On  the  Sabbath  day,  :  || 
Make  us  very  strong  in 
II :  Virtue's  happy  way,  :  || 


4  Little  pray'rs  ascending, 

II :  Thro'  the  sinner's  Friend, 
Bring  returning  blessing — 
11 :  Fit  us  for  life's  end.  :  || 

5  Little  songs  of  praises, 

il :  Lord,  we'll  raise  to  Thee, 
And  in  lieav'n  Thy  glories 
II :  Sing  eternally.  :  H 


I  WILL  NOT  SWEAE.    (Infant  Class.) 


From  "  Little  Sower." 


J.  R.  Murray. 


1.  I     will  not  swear,  T       v.ill  not  dare,  God's  name  in  vain    to     take; 

2.  I     will  not  steal.    For     I  should  feel  De  -  grad-ed    and      a  -  shamed ; 


will  not    lie,     But      I     will  try.  The   truth    my  guide    to    make, 
will   be  kind,  My     parents  mind,  Nor    be       a      fight  -  er  named. 


3  If  I  begin  In  youth  to  sin. 
My  misery  is  sure  ; 
No  peace  of  mind  Can  I  thus  find, 
No  pleasure  good  and  pure. 


4  But  if  I  love  Our  God  above, 
Dear  friends  and  parents  kind, 
My  teachers  true,  And  schoolmates,  too, 
Great  peace  then  I  shall  find. 


Used  by  permission  of  Beainard  Sons. 
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WE  ARE  BUT  LITTLE  OHILDEEN  WEAK. 

C.  E.  WlLLIKG. 
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1.  We    are  but  lit  -  tie  children  weak,  Nor  born  in  a  -  ny  high  es-tate: 
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What  can  we  do    for  Je  -  sus'  sake  Who  is   so  high  and  good  and  great  ?  Amen. 
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2  O,  day  by  day  each  Christian  child 

Has  much  to  do,  without,  within; 
A  death  to  die  for  Jesus'  sake, 
A  weary  war  to  wage  with  sin. 

3  When  deep  within  our  swelling  hearts 

The  thoughts  of  pride  and  anger  rise. 
When  bitter  words  are  on  our  tongues. 
And  tears  of  passion  in  our  eyes; 


4  Then  we  may  stay  the  angry  blow, 

Then  we  may  check  the  hasty  word, 
Give  gentle  answers  back  again, 
And  fight  a  battle  for  our  Lord. 

5  There's  not  a  child  so  small  and  weak 

But  has  his  little  cross  to  take, 
His  little  work  of  love  and  praise 
That  he  may  do  for  Jesus'  sake.  Amen. 


WHO  LOVES  THE  LITTLE  CHILDREN? 


Words  and  Music  by  H.  E.  Kimball. 
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1.  Who  loves  the  little  children  ?Who  folds  them  toHis  breast  ?  Who,thro'  the  hours  of 

2.  Who  'mid  life's  care  and  turmoil,  In  sunshine  and  in  storm,     In   conflict  and  in 

3.  Who  at  the  dy-ing  pillow.  When  vain  is  earthly  aid,         In     gentle  accents 
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CHOBUS  raster. 
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dark  -  ness      Watch  -  es    their  rest? 
dan   -   ger.      Shields  from   all  harm? 
whis  -  pers  Be        not       a  -  fraid  ? 


'T  is  Je  -  sus,  our  Sav  -  ior,  Re  ■ 


deem-er  and  Friend,His  love  will  sup-ply     all    our  wants  till 

- — I H ^ \ 1 ^ 1 '-*- *- 
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life's  end. 


Used  by  permission  of  Brainaed  Sons. 
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LITTLE  OHILDEEN,  PEAY. 
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Mattte  Peabson  Smith. 

S.  W.  Stkaub. 
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1.  In 

the  morn  -  ing   ear 

-  Iv, 

When    the  dew      is 

bright. 

2.  In 

the  fer  -  vid  noon 

-  tide, 

When    the  sun      is 

high ; 

3.  In 

the  pur  -  pie    twi  - 

light, 

When    the  day      is 

done. 
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When     the  flow'rs  are    smil  -  ing         In      the  bless  -  ed  light; 

When     the  flocks   are    seek  -  ing.     Where  the  shad  -  ows  lie ; 

And    be  -  hind    the   hill  -  tops,      Sink  -  eth  low     the  sun; 
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When  the  hap  -  py  song  -  birds.  Thank  -  fnl  hom  -  age  pay; 
When  the  brooks  are  run  -  ning  Dream- ing -ly  a  -  way; 
When    you  pause    to     rest     you,      Wea  -  ry     of      your    play; 
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To  the  God  who  keeps  you. 
Then  to  God  who  sees  you, 
At      that  pleas-ant     sea   -   son, 


1^ 

Lit  -  tie  chil  -  dren,  pray. 
Lit  -  tie  chil  -  dren,  pray. 
Lit  -  tie  chil  -  dren,    pray. 


^A 
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4  When  the  night  is  setting 

O'er  the  trackless  world, 
And  the  darksome  shadows 

All  the  earth  enfold; 
When  the  winds  are  sighing 

'Neath  the  starry  way, 
Unto  God,  who  keeps  yon, 

Little  children,  pray. 


£]r  permission  of  Stillman  <ii  Towns. 


5  Yes,  in  times  of  trouble, 

Or  in  sunny  hours; 
Whether  in  the  desert. 

Or  amid  the  flow'rs, 
In  the  midnight  dreary, 

Or  in  times  of  play; 
Unto  God,  who  keeps  yoa, 

Little  children,  pray. 


no 


GEOWING  UP  FOE  JESUS.    (Infant  Class.) 


\y.   J.    KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Grow-ing   up   for    Je-sus,  We  are  tru-ly  blest;   In  His  smile  is  welcome 
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In  His  arms  our  rest.     In  His  truth  our  treasure,  In  His  love  our   rule; 
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CHORUS. 
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Growing    up   for    Je-sus,     In    our  Sunday  school.  Growing  up  for  Jesus, 
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Till    in  Him  complete;  Growing  up   for    Je  -  sus;  Oh,  His  work  is  sweet; 
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Growing  up  for  Jesus,  Till  in  Him  complete ;  Growing  up  for  Jesus;  Oh,  1 


i  work  is  sweet! 


GEOWINa  UP 

2  Not  too  young  to  love  Him, 

Little  hearts  beat  true; 
Not  too  young  to  serve  Him 

As  the  dew-drops  do. 
Not  too  young  to  praise  Him, 

Singing  as  we  come ; 
Not  too  young  to  answer 

When  He  calls  us  home. 


FOR  JESUS.    Concluded. 

3  Growing  up  for  Jesus, 

Learning  day  by  day 
How  to  follow  onward 

In  the  narrow  way. 
Seeking  holy  treasure, 

Finding  precious  truth ; 
Growing  up  for  Jesus 

In  our  happy  youth. 


Ill 


JESUS'  LITTLE  LAMB  AM  I.    (Infant  Class.) 
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Adam  Geibel. 
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1.  Je    -   sus'      lit  -   tie   lamb     am       I,      On  His  goodness     I      re-ly; 
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He,  my  gentle  Shepherd,  leads  me,    In  His  pastures  green  He  feeds  me; 
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For  He  loves  me,  knows  me  well,    And      my      lit  -  tie  name  can  tell. 
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2  Underneath  llis  gracious  staflF 
I  go  in  and  out  and  have 
Pasture  sweet  around  me  lying. 
Still  my  hungry  soul  supplying; 
When  I  thirst,  my  feet  He  brings 
Where  the  living  water  springs. 


3  Should  a  lambkin,  then,  like  me. 
Ever  sad  and  thankless  be? 
"^^^len  these  pleasant  days  are  ended, 
On  my  Sliepherd's  bosom  tended, 
I  shall  go  to  perfect  bliss; 
No  hope  nor  joy  can  equal  this. 
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JESUS  LOVES  ME  SO.    (Infant  Class.) 


Mattie  Peabson  Smith. 


J.  W.  Pratt.    By  per. 


1.  Tho'   I      am     a     lit   -  tie  child,  Wand'ring  thro'  a  world  of    woe, 
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Yet,     T      have   one     pre-cious  Friend,   And  He    loves   me      so ; 
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And   I    will  not      be       afraid,  When  life's  storm-winds  fiercely  blow; 
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He      is  strong,  His   arm    will    save.     For    He    loves  me      so. 
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2  In  the  darkest,  blackest  night, 

I  will  never  be  afraid : 
He  will  be  close  by  my  side 

Through  the  dreadful  shade; 
He  will  whisper  sweetest  words, 

Yes,  He'll  comfort  me,  I  know; 
Nothing,  then,  can  hurt  me  there. 

For  He  loves  me  so. 

3  Jesus  loves  me  all  the  time. 

When  I'm  good,  when  naughty,  too ; 
When  I  love  Him,  or  forget, 
He  is  always  true ; 


Once  He  died  to  save  my  soul, 
Died  in  agony  and  woe; 

Oh,  how  can  I  grieve  His  heart 
When  He  loves  me  so  ? 

4  He  will  love  me  evermore ; 

Oh,  how  much  to  Him  I  owe! 
All  that  He  has  done  for  me, 

I  can  never  know ; 
Lo,  at  last  when  I  shall  sleep 

In  the  arms  of  death  so  low, 
Safely  He  my  soul  will  keep, 

For  He  loves  me  so. 


SING  TO  THE  KING.    (Infant  Class.) 
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Mabgarette  Snodgkass. 

T, 

Martin  Towne.    By  per. 
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1.  Sing,  oh,  sing.  Lit  -tie  ones  sing; 

2.  Glad-ly  beat,   Lit-tle  hearts  beat; 

3.  Up     and    do,  Lit-tle  hearts,  true ; 

U 
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Love 

Days 
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so 
are 
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bring  Un  -  to   the  King, 
sweet.  Lay  at  His  feet, 
few,    E  -  ven  for  you, 
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Prais-es  bring,  Un  -  to  the  King,  Un-to  the  King  of  glo  -  ry ! 
Love  so  sweet,  Lay  at  His  feet,  Happy  hearts  full  of  treas-ure. 
Days  are   few,   E  -  ven  for   you ;    Up  and  be      ev  -  er    do  -  ing. 
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Un  -  to  the  King  of     glo  -  ry  Loud  let  the  glad  notes  ring,  let  them  ring ; 
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Un  -  to    the  King  of      glo  -  ry      Loud    let    the  glad  notes  ring. 
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I  AM  LITTLE. 


J.  E.  H. 


J.  E.  Hall. 
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2.  I 

3.  I 

4.  I 


am  lit  -  tie,  but 

am  lit  -  tie,  but 

am  lit  -  tie,  but 

am  lit  -  tie,  but 


I  love,     I    love   Je  -  sus,    He  loves  me ; 

I  sing,   Sing  of   Him  who  came  to  save; 

I  pray ;  Je  -  sus  list  -  ens,    He     is  nigh ; 

I  hope    Up    in  heav'n  at     last    to  dwell ; 
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I  am  lit  -  tie,  but  I  love    Near  His  precious  side    to     be. 

I  am  lit  -  tie,  but  I  sing,  Now  His  par-don     I      may  have. 

I  am  lit  -  tie,  but  I  pray,  And  He  hears  my  hum- ble    cry. 

I  am  lit  -  tie,  but  I  hope,  There  for  aye  His  praise  to    tell. 
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I     am    lit  -  tie,     Je  -  sus  knows,  For  He  sees    me      ev  -  'ry   day; 
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I      am   lit  -  tie,      Je  -  bus  knows,  So  He  leads  me  all    the  way. 
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WAITING  FOR  JESUS. 
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M.  E.  Sekvoss. 

,  Will.  fe«-Ung. 


Geo.  C.  Hugo. 


1.  Waiting  for  Je-sus,  and  working  while  I  wait;  His  lab'rers  they  are 

2.  Waiting  for   Je  -  sus,  and  working  while  I  wait ;  Sow-ing  on   hill  and 

3.  Waiting  for   Je  -  sus,  and  working  while  I  wait ;  What  tho'  the  hours  seem 

^^H^-t7-b     IT       f     B-Fb— ^-Hr— ^-F^t— P^ ^^2=L 


^ 


*-i-S — • H^ 


=t=^ 


-• — #- 


:I^- 


is 


few,    they  are  few ;      So     I  will  work  with  an  earnest,  loving  heart,  And 
plain,  hill  and  plain ;  Reaping  with  care  all  the  fruit  of  earnest  toil,  A 
long,  hours  seem  long;  Greater  the  har-vest   I   then  may  gar-ner  in.    And 
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hands  that  are  kind      and      true. 

bar  -  vest    of    gold   -   en      grain.     Wait  -  ing      for     Je  -  sus,     and 

sweet  -  er     the    har  -  vest  -  song. 
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working  while  I  wait;  Surely  my  heart  is  blest;    Waiting  for  Je-sus,  and 
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rest. 


work  -  ing  while     I    wait.  And   then    go  -  ing  home     to 
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116        LET  US  SPEAK  WELL  OF  OUR  BROTHER. 


S.  J.  Vail 


1.  Oh,    be  not  the  first    to  dis  -  cov-er  . 

2.  How  often  the  light  smile  of    gladness 

3.  How  often  the  friends  we  hold  dearest 


A    blot  on  the  fame  of     a 
Is  worn  by  the  friends  that  we 
Their  noblest  e-mo-tions  con- 
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friend,  A  flaw  in  the  faith  of  anoth-er,  Whose  heart  may  prove  true  to  the  end. 
meet,  To  cover  a  soul  full  of  sadness,  Too  proud  to  acknowledge  defeat, 
ceal ;      And  bosoms  the  purest,  sincerest,  Have  secrets  they  can  not  reveal. 
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A    smile  or  a  sigh  may  a-wak-en        Sus  -pi-cion  most  false  and  undue; 
How  oft-en  the  sigh   of  de-jec-tion      Is  heaved  from  the  hypocrite's  breast, 
We  none  of  us  know  one  anoth-er,        And    oft   in  -  to    er  -  ror  may  fall ; 
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And  thus  our  be-lief  may  be  shak-en  In  hearts  that  are  honest  and  true. 

To    par  -  o  -  dy  truth  and  af  -  fec-tion,  Or     lull     a  sus-pi-cion  to     rest. 

Then  let  us  speak  well  of  our  broth-er.  Or  speak  not  about  him  at    all. 


We  none   of  us  know  one  an  -oth  -er.   And   oft     in-  to  er-ror  may  fail; 
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LET  US  SPEAK  WELL,  Etc.    Concluded. 
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Then  let  us  speak  well  of  our  brother,   Or  speak  not  about  him    at     all. 
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COME  AND  WELCOME. 


F.  L.  Armstrong. 


1.  From  the  cross   up  -  lift  -  ed    high,  Where  the  Sav-ior  deigns  to      die, 

2.  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne,  Why   be-neath  thy  bur-dens  groan? 

3.  Spread  for  thee  the    fes  -  tal  board,  See    with  rich-est  dain-ties  stored; 
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W^hat  mel  -  o  -  dious  sounds  I  hear,  Burst-ing  on  my  rav  -  ished 
On  my  pierc  -  ed  bod  -  y  laid,  Jus  -  tice  owns  the  ran  -  som 
To        thy  Fa-ther's    bo  -  som  press'd.  Yet      a  -  gain    a  child  con - 
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Love's  re-deem  -  ing  work  is  done.  Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
Bow  the  knee,  and  kiss  the  Son,  Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
Nev  -  er    from   His  house   to    roam,   Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
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Love's  re-deem  -  ing  work  is  done,  Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
Bow  the  knee  and  kiss  the  Son,  Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
Nev  -  er   from  His  house  to     roam,  Come  and  welcome,  sin  -  ner,  come. 
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EEJOIOE  EVERMOEE. 


M.  E.  Servoss. 


Adam  Geib*-. 
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1.  Re-joice!  re-joice !    for    Je  -  sus  reigns,  The  Prince  of  peace  and  love, 

2.  Re-joice !  re-joice !   the  Christ  has  come,   The  Sav  -  ior    of     man-kind, 

3.  Re-joice  I  re-joice     for     ev  -   er  -  more,  Nor  let    one  soul  re  -  pine, 
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To  guide  the  chil  -  dren  of  His  grace  To  heav'n,  their  home  a  -  hove. 
To  seek  the  lost  ones  of  His  fold.  And  heal  the  halt  and  blind. 
Tho'  friends  forget,  and  hearts  grow  cold,    A      Fa-ther's  love      is    thine. 
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And  they  who  seek  His  lov  -  ing  care  Thro'  dark  and  sun-ny  days, 
Oh,  err  -  ing  and  re -pent  -  ant  soul,  Look  up,  and  thou  shalt  live; 
And      if  the  world  seem  dark  with  frowns.  Just  meet  them  with  a    smile; 


9i 


^ZL—f—Z^ 


•#-        •#•        ♦•        ■#-••-•••- 
- 1 1 \ 1 rL    .      b- 


--^': 


#•    ^- 


m 


i 


M — m^- 


=1- 


-A-J- 


^ 


I 


Shall  know  how  safe  -  ly  they  may  walk  When  God  di-rects  their  ways. 
The  Friend  of  sin  -  ners  comes  to  save.  To  ran  -  som  and  for  -  give. 
And,  with    the  hope     of    fut  -  ure  bliss.  All    pres  -  ent   ills     be -guile. 
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Re-joice!  re-joice   for     ev  -  er-more,    Im-man  -  uel's  prais-es 
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BEJOICE  EVERMORE. 
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They  must   re-joice  who  sure  -  I7    know  That  Je  -  sus     is    their  King. 
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LOVE  DIVINE. 


'OHN  ZcNDEL,  by  per. 
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1.  Love    di-vine,  all     love    ex -eel -ling,   Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down  1 

2.  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit     In  -  to      ev  -  'ry  troubled  breast ! 

3.  Fin  -  ish  then  Thy  new    ere  -  a  -  tion.  Pure  and  spotless  may  we    be ; 
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Fix  in  us  thy  hum  -  ble  dwelling.  All 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  in-her  -  it.  Let 
Let    us    see  our  whole  sal-va  -  tion    Per- 
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thy  faithful     mer-cies  crown, 
us  find  Thy  prom-ised  rest, 
feet  -  ly      se  -  cured   by  Thee. 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  art  all    compas-sion,  Pure, 
Come,  Al-might-y      to      de-liv-er.   Let 
Changed  from  glory  in  -  to    glo-  ry.  Till 


un-bounded     love  Thou  art ; 
us     all  Thy  grace  re  -  ceive ! 
in  heav'n  we  take  our  place; 
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Vis  -  it      us  with  Thy  sal  -  va-tion,    En  -  ter    ev  -  'ry     trembling  heart 
Sud  -  den  -  ly     re  -  turn  and  nev-er,     Nev  -  er-more  Thy  tem-ples  leave. 
Till     we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee,  Lost  in  won-der,  love,  and  praise. 

^    * 


^ 


§¥ 


f=F=F=PF 


120 


GLOEY  TO  THE  FATHER  GIVE. 


HtTLLAH. 
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1.  Glo  -  ry    to      the    Fa-ther  give,  God    in  whom  we  move  and  live; 

2.  Glo  -  ry    to      the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  He      re-claims  the    sin  -  ner   lost ; 
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Children's  prayers  He  deigns  to  hear,  Children's  songs  de-light  His  ear. 
Children's  minds  may  He    in  -  spire,   Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 
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Glo  -  ry    to      the    Son    we  bring,  Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 
Glo  -  ry    in     the    high  -  est    be      To        the  bless  -  ed  Trin  -  i  -   ty, 
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Children,  raise  your  sweetest  strain  To  the  Lamb,  for  He  was     slain. 
For  the  Gospel  from  a-bove,    For  the  word  that  "  God  is    love."    A  -  men. 
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Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs, 
Praise  to  Zion's  King  belongs ; 
His  the  victor's  crown  and  fame. 
Glory  to  the  Savior's  name. 
Sore  the  strife,  but  rich  the  prize, 
Precious  in  the  Victor's  eyes; 
Glorious  is  the  work  achieved, 
Satan  vanquished,  man  relieved. 


2  Sing  we  then  the  Victor's  praise, 

Go  ye  forth  and  strew  the  ways; 

Bid  Him  welcome  to  His  throne, 

He  is  worthy,  He  alone. 

Place  the  crown  upon  His  brow ; 

Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow; 

Him  the  brightest  seraph  sings. 

Heaven  proclaimi  Him  "  King  of  kings." 
T.  Kelly. 


NEVEE  ALONE. 
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R.  W.  Raymond. 


F.  SiLCHEE. 
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1.  Far    out    on  the  des-o-late  bil-low,  The  sail-  or    sails  the     sea, 

2.  Far  down  in  the  earth's  dark  bo-som,  The  min  -  er  mines  the     ore ; 

3.  Lord,  grant  as  we    sail  life's    o-cean,  Or  delve  in  its  mines  of     woe; 
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A  -  lone  with  the  night  and  the  tempest,  Where  countless  dangers    be. 
Death  lurks  in  the  dark     be-hind  him,  And  hides  in  the  rock  be -fore. 
Or      fight  in  its    ter  -  ri  -  ble  conflict,  This  com  -  fort     all    to     know : 
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Yet  nev-er    a  -  lone  is  the  Christian,  Who  lives  by  faith  and  prayer; 

Yet  nev  -  er    a  -  lone,  etc. 

That  nev  -  er    a  -  lone,  etc.  ^^- — 
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For  God  is    a  friend  un  -  fail  -  ing.  And  God   is      ev  -  'ry  -  where. 
I- 
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THE  SWEETEST  STOEY. 


Mary  B.  Sleight. 


Rev.  E.  p.  Parkbb, 
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1.  There   is      no  sweet-er    sto  -  ry    told,    In    all      the  Bless-ed  Book, 
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Than  how  the  Lord  within  His     arms,  The    lit  -  tie  children  took, 
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For  their  young  eyes  His  sorrowing  face      A    smile  of    glad-ness  wore, — 
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A  smile  that  for  His  lit  -  tie     ones.      It    wear-eth  ev-er-more. 
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2  The  voice  that  silenced  priest  and  scribe, 
For  them  grew  low  and  sweet, 

And  still  for  them  His  gentle  lips 
The  loving  words  repeat: 

"Forbid  them  not!"    O  blessed  Christ, 
We  bring  them  unto  Thee, 

And  pray  that  on  their  heads  may  rest 

Thy  benedicite. 

copyright,  1882,  by  E.  P.  Parkeb. 


SINGING  ON  THE  WAY. 
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M.  E.  Servoss. 


Jno.  E.  Sweney. 
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1.  We  will  sweetly  sing  on  the  golden  shore,  Where  all  is  joy   and   glad-ness; 

2.  We  are  sure  our  Father  knows  all  our  need,  Each  heartache,  pain,  and  sorrow ; 
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For   ev  -er-more  with  Christ  we'll  reign,  Keleased  from  care  and  sadness. 
So     in  His  hands  we'll  leave  it     all.    And  trust  Him  for  the  mor-row, 
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Then   along  the  way,  the  Lord's  highway.  With  voices   clear  and  ringing. 
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We'll  shout  ho  -  san  -  na    as    we    go.    And   en  -  ter    Zi  -  on    sing  -  ing, 
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3  We  will  sing  of  Jesus,  our  Savior-King, 

Whose  wondrous  love  is  o'er  us; 
W^ho  guides  our  footsteps,  lest  they  stray, 
And  makes  all  plain  before  us. 

4  We  will  sing  of  heaven, — our  home  above, 

With  all  its  joy  and  glory; 
And  to  the  world,  where'er  we  go, 
We'll  tell  salvation's  story. 


DO  IT  TO-DAY. 


D.  Sherman. 


J.  M.  Stillmak,  by  per. 
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1.  If      we     on    -    ly     knew 

2.  An  -  y     cheer  -  ing   word 

3.  And    a      lev    -    ing  smile, 


what 

in 

some 


good      we  could  do,      In      this 
gloom    that      is  heard    By        a 
heart    may     in-cliue     To      the 
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world  of  sin  and  sor  -  row, 
heart  that  grief  would  bor  -  row, 
path  that's  straight  and      nar  -  row ; 
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We  would  not  de  -  lay. 
May  light  -  en  the  load, 
A        kind,  friend-ly  deed 


but 
and 
to 
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do  it 

bright-en 
one        in 
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to-day,     And  nev  -  er  wait    for 

the  road.  So  nev  -  er  wait     for 

his  need    Is  bet  -  ter  now  than 


to  -  mor  -  row, 
to  -  mor  -  row, 
to  -  mor  -  row, 


No, 

No, 
Yes, 
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nev  -  er  wait  for 
nev  -  er  wait  for 
bet  -  ter  now  than 


to  -  mor-row, 
to  -  mor-row, 
to  -  mor-row. 
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No,  nev  -  er  wait  for  to-mor-row. 
No,  nev  -  er  wait  for  to-mor-row, 
Yes,  bet  -  ter  now  than  to-mor-row, 


But 
But 

So 
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de-lay,  And  save  a  world  of  sor  -  row. 
de-lay,  'Twill  lift  the  clouds  of  sor  -  row. 
de-lay.  And  save  a  world  of  sor  -  row. 
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do  it  to-day, 
speak  it  to-day, 
do      it     to-day, 
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LITTLE  TRAVELEKS  ZIONWAED. 
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James  Edmeston, 
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1.  Lit  -  tie   travel -ers     Zi  -  on-ward,  Each  one     enter-ing   in-  to    rest, 
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In    the    king-dom    of  your  Lord,     In     the    man-sions   of    the  blest. 
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There,     to  wel-come,    Je-susvaits,  Gives  the  crowns  His  followers  win; 
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Lift  your  heads,  ye    gold-en  gates,      Let    the    lit  -  tie    travelers  in. 
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2  Who  are  they  whose  little  feet, 

Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through. 
Now  have  reached  that  heavenly  seat 

They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 
"I  from  Greenland's  frozen  land  ;" 

"  I  from  India's  sultry  plain ; " 
"I  from  Afric's  barren  sand;" 

"  I  from  islands  of  the  main." 


All  our  earthly  journey  past, 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
Here  together  met  at  last, 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky : 
Each  the  welcome,  "  Come,"  awaita 

Conquerors  over  death  and  sin ; 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gatea, 

Let  the  little  travelers  in. 


126      TENDER  SHEPHEED,  THOU  HAST  STILLED. 


Miss  C.  Winkwcirtii,  tr. 


Arthvr  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Ten  -  der     Shep  -  herd,   Thou     hast    stilled     Now   Thy     lit  -   tie 
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In       its      nar  -  row     bed     'tis      sleep  -  ingl     And      no     sigh      of 
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2  In  this  world  of  care  and  pain, 

Lord,  Thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it; 

To  the  sunny  heavenly  plain 
Thou  dost  now  with  joy  receive  it; 

Clothed  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 

Now  it  dwells  with  Thee  in  light. 


3  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living,  ' 

And  the  lovely  pastures  see 
That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving ; 

Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove, 

Though  Thou  take  what  most  we  love. 


SHINING  SHOEE. 
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George  F.  Root. 
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1.  My  days  are  glid  -  ing  swift-ly    by,     And    I,        a    pil-grim  stran-ger, 

2.  We'll  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear.  Our  heavenly  home  dis-cern  -  ing; 
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For    oh,  we  stand   on  Jordan's  strand,  Our  friends  are  pass-ing     o  -  ver ; 
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And    just  be -fore,    the   shining  shore  We   may    al-most  dis  -  cov-er. 
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3  Should    coming    days    be    cold    and 

dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing ; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest. 

Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

Used  by  permission 


4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever ; 
Our  King  says,  "Cornel"  and  there's 
our  home, 
Forever,  oh,  forever. 

of    V.    OlTSON   <&   (JO. 
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IN  THE  CROSS  OF  OHKIST  I  GLORY. 


Browning. 
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1.  In    the  cross    of  Christ    I    glo-ry,    To w-'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
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All  the  light    of    sa  -  cred     sto-ry      Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
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2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 
Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend; 

Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  blessed  is  my  station, 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie; 

While  I  see  divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 

3  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven 

While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze; 
Love  I  much?  I've  much  forgiven, 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

4  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 

With  my  tears  His  feet  I  '11  bathe; 
Constant  still  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  His  death, 

AUJCN. 


NEAEEE,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 
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8.  V.   ADAMS. 


Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Near  -  er,    my   God,    to  Thee,  Near  -  er        to   Thee:       E'en  though  it 

2.  Though  like  the  wand-er  -  er,     The    sun    gone  down,      Dark  -  ness   be 

3.  There  let    the  way     ap-pear  Steps      un  -  to  heaven;      All   that  Thou 


m^ 


£= 


^ 


t: 


i^zil 


^ 


f^ 


i 


J  I ^--d « i- 


1 


tSTF 


^3 


be  a  cross 
o  -  ver  me, 
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Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er  to  Thee. 
Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er  to  Thee. 
Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er  to  Thee. 
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4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethd  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 
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1  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Break,  every  tender  tie; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Dark  is  the  wilderness, 
Earth  has  no  resting-place, 
Jesus  alone  can  bless; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

2  Tempt  not  my  soul  away; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Here  would  I  ever  stay; 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Perishing  things  of  clay. 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day, 
Pass  from  my  heart  away; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

H.  fiOMAB. 
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E.  Peebonet. 


OOEONATION.    0.  M. 


Oliver  Holden, 
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1.  Ail  hail    tlie  power   of     Je  -  sus'  name!  Let  an -gels  prostrate  fall, 
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Bring  forth  the    roy  -    al    di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 
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Bring  forth  the  roj-al    di  -  a -jdem,  And  crown  Him  Lord         of    all. 


I         A   ^   #.   VJV-^*.    - 


2  Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light, 
Who  fixed  this  floating  ball ; 

Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 
Who  from  His  altar  call; 

Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


4  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 
Ye  ransomed  of  the  fall. 

Hail  Him,  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


C.  Wesley. 
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S.  B.  Marsh. 
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Je  -  8US,  lov-er     of    my  soul.     Let  me    to     Thy  bo  -  som     fly,  \ 

While  the  blllowo,  near  me  roll.  While  the  tempest  still  is   high  :  j 

D.C.  Safe  in -to    the  ha- ven  guide,    Oh,   re-ceivemy  soul  at        last. 
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Hide  me,  oh,  my  Sav -ior,     hidp,       Till  the  storm  of  life   is        past; 
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JESUS,  LOVEE  OF  MY  SOUL.  131 

C.  Wfsi.ey.  J.  p.  HoLBROOK.    By  per. 

1>1£T.    Alio  and  Bass. 
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While  the  bil     -     lows  near  me    roll,  While  the  tern    -   pest  still  is  high: 


_;• — 9 — iJt"^ — »" 

Hide  me,  oh,     my     Sav-ior,   hide,      Till  the  storm  of    life      is     past; 
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Safe  in  -  to       the 


ha-ven    guide; 
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Oh,  re  -  ceive  my  soul  at    last. 
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2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee : 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me  : 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want, 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find: 
Kaise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind : 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness: 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within : 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart; 

Biae  to  all  eternity. 
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ALL  PEAISE  TO  THEE. 
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S.  S.  Hymnal,  by  per. 
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1.  All  praise    to  Thee,  our   Fa  -  ther,  For    Thy       re-deem-ing  grace ; 
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All  praise    to    Thee,    O    Je  -  bus,  The    Sav   -  ior    of    our  race. 
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Dear    Je  -    sus,  low   be -fore  Thee,  We    bend      in    fear  and  love; 
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Oh,  grant    we  may   a  -  dore  Thee,  In     Thy  bright  realms  a  -  bove. 


^ 


^ 


^f=t^ 


-w f 


^ 


■V—U- 


F-s 1 F- 
— C~^ 


2  Pure  as  the  light  of  heaven. 

In  meekness  most  divine ; 
Such  grace  to  us  be  given, 

Dear  Savior,  as  was  Thine. 
Thy  precious  cross  and  passion 

Did  for  our  sins  atone ; 
Oh,  grant  us  Thy  forgiveness, 

And  make  us  all  Thine  own. 


3  If  any  have  forsaken 

Thy  ways,  by  willful  sin, 
Oh,  let  them  now  be  taken 

Back  to  Thy  fold  again. 
Oh,  shed  abroad  within  us 

The  Spirit  of  Thy  grace; 
In  mercy,  Lord,  oh,  bring  UB 

To  see  Thy  lovely  face. 


PSALM  OF  PRAISE. 
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S.  S.  Hymnal,  by  per. 
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of         the    skies,         For      the      love      which    from       our      birth 
of         the    night;      Hill     and      vale,       and       tree,      and     flower, 
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O    -   ver      and       a    -    round   us     lies; 
Sun   and    moon,  and       stars     of     light; 


Lord    of      all, 
Lord    of      all, 
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Thee    we    raise. 
Thee    we    raise, 


This    our    grate  -  ful     psalm      of        praise. 
This    our    grate  -  ful     psalm      of       praise. 
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3  For  the  joy  of  human  love, 

Brother,  sister,  parent,  child ; 
Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  above, 

Pleasures  pure  and  undefiled ; 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 


4  For  Thy  church  that  evermore 
Lifts  her  holy  hands  above, 
Offering  up  on  every  shore 

Her  pure  sacrifice  of  love  ; 
Lord  of  all,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 
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SCHMOLKE. 


MY  JESUS,  AS  THOU  WILT. 


Weber. 
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1.  My  Je  -  sus,  as  Thou  wilt!  Oh !  may  Thy  will  be  mine ;  In  -  to  Thy  hand  of  love 
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I  would  my  all    re  -  sign ;  Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy,  Conduct  me 
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as  thine  own, And  help  me  still  to  say,MyLord,Thy  will  be  done! 
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1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand; 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 
I  dare  not  choose  my  lot: 

I  would  not,  if  I  might; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek  | 

Is  Thine:  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 

Else  I  must  surely  stray. 
Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem; 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

3  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice. 

In  things  or  great  or  small; 
Be  Thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom,  and  my  All. 

BOKAB. 
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1  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt! 

Oh!  may  Thy  will  be  mine; 
Into  Thy  hand  of  love 

1  would  my  all  resign; 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 

2  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear. 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear: 
Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept, 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done! 

3  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me; 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee: 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on. 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  I 
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135 


3 


^ 


-^n — 


^ 


My  country 'tis  of  thee,8weet  land  of  lib-er-ty,  Of  thee  1  sing ;  Land  where  my 
My  native  countrT,  thee,  Land  of  the  noble,free,  Thy  name  I  love ;  I  love  thy 
Our  fathers' Godjto  thee,  Author  of  lib-er-ty.     To  thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 

M  ■    -^-P-       ■*•    -^    -^       ■*-.  m  m  .M.    .».    ^ 


3-g 


M 


:^PE 


:^^1i=f: 


t- 


-^ 


t 


fathers  died, Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride.From  ev'ry  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  ril!s,Thy  woods  and  templed  hillsiMy  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a-bove. 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light;  Protect  us  by  Thy  might,Great,God  our  King. 
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J.  S.  DWIGHT. 


GOD  BLESS  OUE  NATIVE  LAND. 
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1.  God  bless  our  native  land :  Firm  may  she  ever  stand,  Thro'  storm  and  night, 

2.  For  her  our  pray'r  shall  rise  To  God,  above  the  skies;  On  Him  we  wait. 
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Through  storm  and  night;  When  the  wild  tempests  rave,    Ru    -    ler   of 
On         Him  we  wait;        Thou  who  art   ev   -   er  nigh,  Guard-ing  with 
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wind    and  wave,  Do     Thou  our  country  save     By     Thy  great  might, 
watch-ful  eye,      To    Thee     a  -  loud  we  cry,     God  save  the     State. 
I  N      I  I J 
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SHOUT  WE  WITH  JOY. 


Wm.  C.  Daland. 
f  Allesro. 


Wm.  C.  Dalahd. 
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1.  Shout !  shout  a-loud  I  a    free,  gladsome  throng,  Once  more  we  come  with 

2.  Heavenward  we  journey ;  Lord,  'tis  from  Thee    Comes  all  our  help  and 

3.  Let    once     a  -  gain  our  glad  voic  -  es  ring      An-thems  of  praise  to 
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bright,  hap  -  py  song,  Chanting  in  notes  of  praise  to  pro  -  long 
guid  -  ance  so  free  ;  Keep  us,  though  proud  and  wayward  are  we, 
Je    -    BUS,  our  King;  'Tis    of      His  wondrous  love  that  we    sing 
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This  our  joy-ous    lay.  Thanks  to  our  great  Cre  -  a  -    tor   we    owe, 

Ev  -  er    in    Thy  love.  Now     in   our  hearts  do    Thou  e'er  re-main ; 

As    we  now  a  -  dore.  And  when  on  high   our    Sav  -  ior   we  greet, 
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For     all  the  bless  -  ings  He  doth  be  -  stow ;  And  we 
All      oth-er    trust     is     nought  but  in  vain;  Oh,  take 
When  we  our  crowns  shall  lay  at   His  feet,     Then  we 

our    grat  -  i- 
us     with  Thee, 
a  -  new      our 

^fir-f — r  r  r — f- 

-\ 1-'^ 

^ k~" 

-? — f — S— 

ff  1*  •  k  ^    k — K=l 

-1 1— — 1 •— T~ 

^1        ^ 

-^  -'  -  ...-I  - 

I        u     u 

Copyright,  1879,  by  the  Author. 


SHOUT  WE  WITH  JOY.    Concluded. 
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tude  e'er  will  show 
when  Thou  shall  reign 
song    will    re    -  peat- 
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On       this      fes    -    tal  day. 

On      'Fb.j    throne    a      -  hove. 

Praise  for        ev    -   er      -  more. 
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Then  shout  we  with  joy  our  prais  -es  to  Thee,  Lord,  whom  yi^  hail  with 
Then  shout  we  with  joy  our  prais -es  to  Thee,  Lord,  whom  we  hail  with 
Then  shout  we  with  joy  our  prais  -  es    to  Thee,  Lord,  whom  we  hail  with 
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lee,  Praise  to 
lee,  Praise  we 
lee.       Praise      we 
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Thee      we  pay. 

for      Thy         love, 
ev    -    er     -     more. 


138      HEAVENLY  FATHEE,  SEND  THY  BLESSING. 

Henry  Smabt. 
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1.  Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  bless-ing  On    Thy  children  gathered  here ; 

2.  Bear  Thy  lambs  when  they  are  weary,  In  Thine  arms,  and  at  Thy  breast; 
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May  they  all.  Thy  name  con-fess  -  ing,    Be       to  Thee  for  -  ev  -  er  dear. 
Thro'  life's  desert,  dry   and  drear  -  y,      Bring  them  to  Thy  heavenly  rest. 
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Ho  -  ly    Sav-ior,  who  in    meek-ness  Didst  vouchsafe  a  Child  to    be ; 
Spread  Thy  golden  pinions   o'er  them,  Ho    -    ly  Spir  -  it,  from     a  -  bove ; 
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Guide  their  steps,  and  lielp  their  wealttiess,  Bless  and  make  them  like  to  Thee. 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  before  them.  Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love.  Amen.    I 
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AET  THOU  WEARY,  ART  THOU  LANGUID?      139 


Rev.  John  Mason  Neale,  tr. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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1.  Art      thou  wea  -  ry,     art  thou    lan-guid,     Art  thou  sore    dis-tressed  ? 
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"  Come   to      me,"    saith     One,  "  and  com  -  ing 
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2  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  Guide  ? 
"  In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints. 
And  His  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem  as  Monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns  ? 
"Yea,  a  crown  in  very  surety. 
But  of  thorns ! " 


4  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last? 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  past!" 

5  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

"Will  He  say  me  nay  ? 
"  Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away!" 
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1.  Art    thou  wea  -  ry,   art    thou    lan-guid.  Art    thou  sore    dis-tressed? 
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to    me,"    saith  One,     "and    com  -  ing     Be 


"Come 
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rest.' 


140  HUSHED  WAS  THE  EVENING  HYMN. 

A.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Hushed  was    the    evening  hymn,  The  tern  -  pie    courts    were  dark, 

2.  Oh !      give    me  Sam  -  uel's  ear.   The    o    -    pen      ear,        O    Lord, 
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The  lamp    was    burn  -  ing    dim   Be  -  fore       the    sa  -  cred     ark: 
A  -  live      and    quick     to    hear  Each  whis  -  per    of      Thy  word; 
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When  sud-den-ly    a  voice  di-vine  Eang  thro' the  silence    of    the  shrine. 
Like  him  to  answer    at   Thy  call,  And  to      o  -  bev  Thee  first  of  all. 
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3  Oh  I  give  me  Samuel's  heart, 

A  lowly  heart,  that  waits 
Where  in  Thy  House  Thou  art, 

Or  watches  at  Thy  gates. 
By  day  and  night,  a  heart  that  still 
Moves  at  the  breathing  of  Thy  will. 

4  Oh!  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 

A  sweet,  unmurmuring  faith, 
Obedient  and  resigned 

To  Thee  in  life  and  death, 
That  I  may  read  with  childlike  eyes 
Truths  that  are  hidden  from  the  wise. 
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THEEE  IS  A  BEAUTY  BORN  OF  LOVE. 
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O.  D.  Sherman. 
Allegrretto. 

^-,4 


J.  M.  Stillman. 


1.  There  is       a    beau  -  ty    born  of  love,More  bright  than  sunshine  beaming, 

2.  That  beau  -  tj  beams  from  Zion's  mount, And  glows  in  Bethle'm's  story, 
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More    radiant  than  the  stars   a  -  bove.  Or  gold  and  diamonds  gleaming. 
II  -  lumes  Sa  -  ma  -  ria's    sacred  fount,  And  makes  the  Cross  our  glory. 
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Oh,  beau  -  ty,  bright  and  fair,  di  -  vine.  The  world  has  known  thee  never; 
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Oh,    may  thy  light  a  -  round  me  shine,  And  guide  my  way  for-ev-er. 
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3  That  beauty  crowns  the  lowly  saint. 
Whose  heart  its  light  is  cheering, 
Who,  toiling  on,  shall  never  faint, 
But  wait  the  Lord's  appearing. 


By  permission  of  Stillman  <Sc  Townk. 


4  And  when  the  light  of  life  grows  dim, 
And  fades  all  earthly  pleasure, 
The  beauty  of  the  Lord  shall  win 
An  everlasting  treasure. 
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IT  PAYS  TO  DO  EIGHT. 


F.  S.  Pond. 

>      Blot  loo  slow 


T.  Maptin  Towne,  by  per. 


1.  Tho'  temptation,  the  envoy  of  wrath,  Paint  the  future  with  beauty  and  gold, 

2.  Happy  we  if  our  conscience  may  rest  From  the  demon  of  sin  ev-er  free, 

3.  Oh,    it  pays  to  be  noble  and  true,  The'  the  world  may  condemn  and  despise, 
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And  the  roses  e'er  streweth  our  path.  Luring  onward  to  "treasures  untold;" 
While  the  beautiful  home  of  the  blest  Waiteth  yonder  for  you  and  for  me; 
For  the  mercy  of  God,  like  the  dew,  Falleth  gently  on  whom  it  de-cries  ; 
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'Neath  the  roses  lurk  sorrow  and  gloom,  And  the  path  leads  to  ruin  and  night, 
Then  we  have  our  reward  even  here.  If  we  walk  in  the  truth  and  its  might, 
Let  us  cling  closely,  then,  to  the  cross.  Thro'  the  darkness  no  less  than  the  light, 
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IT  PATS  TO  DO  RIGHT.    Concluded. 
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While  the  future  brings  sentence  of  doom  Unto  him  who  stood  not  for  the  right. 
While  the  Shepherd  of  souls  standeth  near,  Guarding  us  when  we  dare  to  do  right. 
And  account  all  the  world  but  as  dross,  If  it  weigh  with  the  wrong  'gainst  the  right. 
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CHOB1TS.    {For  last  verse  repeat  Chorus  ppp.). 
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Oh,  it      pays      .     . 


to     do 


right, 
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Oh,  it  pays       to  do    right, 
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Oh,  it  pays      to  do    right, 


pays 


to  do     right, 
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pavs,  it  pays  to  do  right,  to  do  right ;  Let  us  walk     in   the  truth,  in  the 
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truth  and  the  light,  For  it  pays,  yes,  it  pays,   to  do  right,  to  do  right. 
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OH,  BLESSED  IS  THAT  LAND. 


Chatterton  Dix. 


Arranged  from  Dr.  Stainer,  by  Rev.  E.  P.  Pareeb. 
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Oh,  bless-ed  is    that  land  of  God,  Where  saints  a-bide  for  -  ev  -    er, 
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Where  golden  fields  spread  far  and  broad,  Where  flows  the  crystal  riv-er ;  Oh,     ' 
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blessed !  thrice  blessed,  the  strains  of  aU  its  holy  throng.  With  ours  below  are 
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blending ;  Thrice  blessed  is  that  heav'nly  song,  Which  never  hath  an  ending; 
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Thrice  bless-ed    is  that  heav'nly  song,  Which  nev-er  hath  an    end-ing; 


m 


ES 


r^T~r^ 


P   Kail. 


-H-^ — I 1 1 1 — ^i — 1-. 

X_-J U -J       .:  ..  ^ l—^ci « L 


PP  Rail. 


Sa 


S; 


^ 


-*— # 


#-f-# — •- 


-fi* <5'i—^i9—>S>- 


-25*-  -*^  -jsr 
Which  nev-er  hath  an  end-ing,  Which  never  hath  an  end-ing.    A  -  men. 
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DAY  BY  DAY. 
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E.  S.  Caetzr. 


1.  Day     by  day   we  mag  -  ni-fy 'I'hee — When  our  hymns  in  school  we  raise; 
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Dai-ly  work  be-gun  and  ended,  With  the  dai  -  ly  voice  of  praise.  A-men 
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2  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee — 

When,  as  each  new  day  is  born, 
On  our  knees  at  home  we  bless  Thee 
For  the  mercies  of  the  morn. 

3  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee — 

In  our  hymns  before  we  sleep; 
Angels  hear  them,  watching  by  us, 
Christ's  dear  Lambs  all  night  to  keep. 


4  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee — 

Not  in  words  of  praise  alone; 
Truthful  lips  and  meek  obedience 
Show  Thy  glory  in  Thine  own. 

5  Then  on  that  eternal  morning, 

With  Thy  great  redeemed  host, 
May  we  fully  magnify  Thee — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost !  Amen. 
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US,    Lord,  from 
when  Je  -  sus 
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Lend        a       listen  -  ing  ear, 

Heav'n's  Al  -  might  -  y  King, 

Watch      us       day      by  day; 

To           our    heav'n-ly  home, 
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When  we  bow  be  -  fore  Thee,  Chil-dren's  prais  -  es  hear. 
Thou  wilt  stoop  to  list  -  en.  When  Thy  praise  we  sing. 
Help  us  now  to  love  Thee,  Take  our  sins  a  -  way. 
We   would  glad  -  ly      an  -  swer,  Sav  -   ior.  Lord,  we  come.  A  -  men. 
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SAVIOR,  LIKE.  A  SHEPHEED  LEAD  US. 


D.  A.  Thbupp. 


C.  Steogaix. 
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1.  Sav  -  ior,  like  a    Shepherd  lead  us,  Much  we  need  Thy  ten-der  care ; 
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In    Thy  pleasant  pas-tures  feed  us,    For  our    use  Thy  folds  prepare. 
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Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  Thine  we  are. 
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2  We  are  weak,  do  Thou  befriend  us. 

Be  the  guardian  of  our  way; 
Keep  Thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 

Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus, 

Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray. 
• 

3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus, 

Let  us  early  tura  to  Thee. 

4  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor, 

Early  let  us  do  Thy  will ; 
Holy  Lord,  our  only  Savior, 

With  Thy  grace  our  bosoms  fill. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 


The  Belter  Country. 

1  Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel  lead  us, 

Pilgrims  through  this  desert  land; 
Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us, 

Guard  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand. 
Daily  feed  us,  Daily  feed  us, 

Till  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand. 

2  As  Thou  didst  in  wondrous  manner 

Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright. 
Let  Thy  presence  be  our  banner, 

Cloud  by  day,  and  fire  by  night. 
Thy  protection,  Thy  protection. 

Be  our  shield,  Thy  word  our  light. 

3  When  we  come  to  Death's  dark  river, 

Should  we  dread  the  swelling  tide, 
Death  of  death,  life's  Source  and  Giver, 

Bid  the  narrow  stream  divide. 
Joyful  praises,  Joyful  praises 

\Ve  will  sing  on  Canaan's  side. 

JOSIAH  CONDER. 


JESUS,  I  MY  CROSS  HAVE  TAKEN. 
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H.  F.  LvTE. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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1.  Je  -  8US,      I    my  cross  have  taken,     All     to    leave  and  fol-Iow  Thee; 

2.  Man  may  trouble  and     dis-tress  me,  'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast; 
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Nak  -ed,  poor,  despised,  for-sak-en,  Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
Life  with    tri-als  hard  may  press  me,  Heav'n  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
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Per  -  ish    ev  -  'ry  fond  am  -  bi  -  tion,  All  I've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known, 
Oh !  'tis   not    in  grief   to  harm  me,  While  Thy  love  is    left    to     me ; 
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Yet  how    rich  is    my    con  -  di-tion,  God  and  heav'n  are  still  my  own. 
Oh!  'twere  not   in   joy   to  charm  me,  "Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee, 
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3  Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation. 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine; 
Think  that  .Jesus  died  to  win  thee, 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine? 
Copyright,  1880, 


4  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory. 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  pass  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  close  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

by  J.  P.  HOLBEOOK. 
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1.  I  heard   the  voice    of     Je  -  bus  say,  "  Come  un  -  to    me  and    rest; 
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Lay  down,  thou  wea  -  ry   one,    lay  down    Thy  head  up -on    my  breast." 
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I  came    to     Je  -  sus    as        I    was,    Wea  -  ry  and  worn  and 
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I  found    in  Him      a    reat-ing-place.     And  He  hath  made  me  glad. 
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2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink   and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 


3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light : 
Look  unto  Me;  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun; 
And  in  that  life  of  light  I'll  walk 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 


JESUS,  THY  NAME  I  LOVE. 
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1.  Je    -    sus,   Thy  name     I    love, 

2.  Thou,  bless -ed    Son      of  God, 
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All      oth  -  er  names    a  -  bove, 
Hast  bought  me  with   Thy  blood, 
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sus,  my  Lord ! 
PUS,  my  Lord ! 
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Oh,  Thou  art    all     to    me! 
Oh,     how  great  is  Thy  love ! 
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please   I    see,       Noth-ing      a  -  part  from  Thee,       Je  -  sus,  my  Lord ! 
loves     a -bove,      Love  that    I     dai  -  ly  prove,       Je  -  sus,  my  Lord! 
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HOW  GENTLE  GOD'S  COMMANDS! 


Naegeli. 
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1.  How    gen   -   tie  God's  com-mands ! 

2.  While  Prov  -  i  -  dence  sup -ports, 

3.  Why  should  this  anx  -  ious    load 

4.  His     good  -  ness  stands  ap-proved, 
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How  kind   His  pre  -  cepts  are ! 
Let  saints    se  -  cure  -   ly  dwell ; 
Press  down  your  wea  -  ry  mind? 
Down  to       the    pres  -  ent   day ; 
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"Come,  cast  vour  bur-dens    on     the   Lord,      And  trust  His  constant  care. 
That  hand,  which  bears  all  nat  -  ure    up.       Shall  guide  His  children  well. 
Haste   to   your  heavenly    Fa-ther's  throne,   And  sweet  refreshment  find. 
I'll    drop    my    bur  -  den     at     His    feet,        And  bear   a    song    a  -  way. 
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AND  CAN  IT  BE? 


Rev.  Chas.  Wesley. 
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Arr.  by  Jer.  Ingalls. 
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1.  Andean       it    be   that  I  should  gain  An  int'rest  in     the  Savior's  blood  ?  "I 
Died   He  for  me,  who  caus'd  His  pain  ?  For  me,  whoHim  to  death  pursued  ?  J 
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A  -  ma-zing  love !  how  can  it    be  That  Thou,  my  Lord,  shouldst  die  for  me  ? 


\^ 


e 


-# — «? — •- 


iff— #- 


£ 


-i» — (9 •- 


-K? • ^- 


■\ — t— t — r 


^=^= 


J— *- 


A  -  ma-zing  love !  how  can  it  be  That  Thou, my  Lord,shouldst  die  for  me  ? 
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2  'T  is  myst'ry  all,  the  Immortal  dies ! 
Who  can  explore  His  strange  design  ? 

In  vain  the  first-born  seraph  tries 

To  sound  the  depths  of  love  divine ; 
'T  is  mercy  all !  let  earth  adore : 
Let  angel  minds  inquire  no  more. 

3  He  left  His  Father's  throne  above ; 
(So  free,  so  infinite  His  grace !) 

Emptied  Himself  of  all  but  love, 

And  bled  for  Adam's  helpless  race; 
T  is  mercy  all,  immense  and  free, 
For  O,  my  God,  it  found  out  me  I 


4  Long  my  imprisoned  spirit  lay 

Fast  bound  in  sin  and  nature's  night ; 
Thine  eyes  difiused  a  quick'ning  ray: 

I  woke ;  the  dungeon  flamed  with  light; 
My  chain  fell  off  my  heart  was  free — 
I  rose,  went  forth  and  followed  Thee. 

5  No  condemnation  now  I  dread ; 
Jesus,  with  all  in  Him,  is  mine ; 

Alive  in  Him,  my  living  Head, 

And  clothed  in  righteousness  divine, 
Bold  I  approach  the  eternal  throne 
And  claim  the  crown  thro' Christ  my  own. 


WHEN  THEOUGH  THE  TOEN  SAIL. 
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R.  Hebeb. 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  When  thro'  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming,When  o'er  the  dark 

2.  O      Je  -  sus,  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  the  bil -low,  A-roused  by    the 


wave  the  red     lightning  is  gleam-ing,      Nor  hope  lends  a    ray,  the  poor 
shriek  of  de  -  spair  from  Thy  pil  -  low.   Now   seat-ed     in  glo  -  ry,   the 
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sea-man  to  cher-ish.  We   fly   to  our  Maker:  " Save,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 
mar-i-ner  cher-ish  !  W^ho  cries,in  his  anguish,"  Save,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 
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Jane  C.  B.  Simpson. 


STAE  OF  PEACE. 


J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 


1.  Star    of  peace,  to  wanderers  wea-ry,  Bright  the  beams  that  smile  on  me; 

2.  Star     of  hope,  gleam  on  the  billow,  Bless  the  soul  that  sighs  for  thee; 
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Cheer  the  pilot's  vision  dreary.  Far,  far,  far  at  sea,  Far,  far,  far   at  sea, 
Bless  the  sailor's  lonely  pillow,  Far,  far,  far  at  sea,  Far,  far,  far   at  sea, 
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3  Star  of  faith,  when  winds  are  mocking 
All  his  toil,  he  flies  to  thee : 
Save  him  on  the  billows  rocking, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 
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4  Star  divine,  O  safely  guide  him. 

Bring  the  wanderer  home  to  thee : 
Sore  temptations  long  have  tried  him, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 
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E.  Caswall. 

For  verses  1,2,  3,  5,  6,  7. 
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1.  Days  and  moments  quickly  fly  -  ing,  Speed  us  onward   to    the  dead ! 
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Oh,  how  soon  shall  we  be  ly 
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Each  within   his  nar-row   bed ! 
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1  Days  and  moments  quickly  flying, 
Speed  us  onward  to  the  dead ! 

Oh,  how  soon  shall  we  be  lying 
Each  within  his  narrow  bed ! 

2  Jesus,  merciful  Redeemer, 

Kouse  dead  souls  to  hear  Thy  voice ; 
Wake,  oh,  wake  each  idle  dreamer, 
Now  to  make  th' eternal  choice. 

3  Mark  we  whither  we  are  wending; 
Ponder  how  we  soon  must  go 

To  inherit  bliss  unending. 
Or  eternity  of  woe. 

4  Life  passeth soon :  death draweth near: 
Keep  us,  good  Lord,  till  thou  appear; 

With  Thee  to  live.with  Thee  to  die. 
With  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity ! 

For  verses  4  and  8. 
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5  As  a  shadow  life  is  fleeting  : 
As  a  vapor  so  it  flies ; 

For  the  old  year  now  retreating 
Pardon  grant,  and  make  us  wise — 

6  Wise  that  we  our  days  may  number, 
Strive  and  wrestle  with  our  sin. 

Stay  not  in  our  work,  nor  slumber 
Till  thy  glorious  rest  we  win. 

7  Soon  before  the  Judge  all-glorious, 
We  with  all  the  dead  shall  stand ; 

Savior,  over  death  victorious, 
Place  us  then  on  Thy  right  hand. 

8  Life  passeth  soon :  death  draweth  near; 
Keep  us,  good  Lord,  till  Thou  appear; 

With  Thee  to  live,  with  Thee  to  die, 
With  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity. 


4.  Life  passeth  soon :  death  draweth  near :  Keep  us,  good  lord,  till  Thon  appear ;  With  Thee  to  live, 
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with  Thee  to  die,  With  Thee  to  nign  thro'  eter 
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THE  KOSEATE  HUES  OF  EAKLY  DAWN. 
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Arr.  from  the  German. 


1.  The  ro-seate  hues  of    ear  -  ly  dawn  The  brightness  of  the  day,     The 
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crimson    of     the  sun  -  set  sky;    How  fast      they     fade    a  -  way,  How 
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fast  they  fade  a  -  way.     Oh,  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heav'n,  Oh,  for  the 
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golden  floor;  Oh,  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  That  setteth  nevermore. 
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2  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint ; 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint. 
Oh,  for  a  heart  that  never  sins. 

Oh,  for  a  soul  washed  white; 
Oh,  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night. 


3  Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh,  by  Thy  love  and  anguish.  Lord, 

Oh,  by  Thy  life  luid  down. 
Oh,  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace, 

Nor  cast  awav  our  crown. 


Copyright,  1882,  by  Mrs.  B.  it.  Jkwett. 
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Christopher  Wordsworth, 


OH,  DAY  OF  REST  AND  GLADNESS. 

German  Melody. 


1.  Oh,    day     of    rest  and  glad-ness!       Oh,  day     of        joy    and  light! 

2.  On     thee,  at     the    ere  -  a  -  tion.       The  light  first     had    its  birth ; 
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Oh,  balm    of    care     and  sad-ness!    Most  beau  -  ti    -   ful,  most  bright ; 
On    thee,   for    our      sal -va- tion,     Christ  rose  from  depths  of    earth; 
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the  high    and     low  -  ly.  Through  a   -   ges  joined  in    tune, 
our  Lord,  vie  -  to  -  rious.  The    Spir  -  it     sent  from  heaven, 
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Sing    ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,    ho   -  ly.      To      the    great  God   Tri  -  une. 
And  thus     on  thee,  most  glo  -  rious,   A         tri    -   pie     light  was  given. 
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3  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing. 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 


4  New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father,  and  to  Son ; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 


Tennyson. 


TOO  LATE.  155 

Lindsay.    Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbrook. 


p      .SOLO  (Soprano  or  Pnet).   V».  I,  2,  3.  .. 


1.  Late,  late,  solatelaad  dark  the  night,  and  chill!late,late,solate,Butwecan  enter  still. 
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Too  late!  too  late!  ye  can  not  enter  now.  Too  late !  too  late,  ye  can  not  enter  i 
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2  No  light  had  we ; — for  that  we  do  repent, 

And  learning  this,  the  Bridegroom  will  relent. — 
||:  Too  late,  too  late,  ye  can  not  enter  now.  :|| 

3  No  light!  so  late!  and  dark  and  chill  the  night — 
Oh,  let  us  in,  that  we  may  iind  the  light. 

I!:  Too  late,  too  late,  ye  can  not  enter  now.  :|| 
4tli  Verse. 
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4.  Have    we  not  heard  the  Bridegroom  is  so  sweet !   Oh,     let    us     in,     that 
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we  may  kiss  His  feet;      Oh,    let  us  in.  Oh,  let  us    in,  tho'  late,     to 
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kiss  His  feet.      No  !       no  ! 


too 


late ;    ye  can  not  en-ter    now  ! 
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SLEEP  THY  LAST  SLEEP. 


J.  Bahmby, 
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1.  Sleep  thy   last  sleep,  Free  from  care  and  sorrow;       Eest  where  none  weep, 
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Till   the   eternal  morrow ;     Tho'  dark  waves  roll  O'er  the  silent    riv  -  er, 
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A  -  men. 


Thine     upborne    soul 


Is     with   .Je  -  sus    ev     -    er. 
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2  Life's  dream  is  past, 

All  its  sin  and  sadness; 
Brightly  at  last 

Dawns  a  day  of  gladness. 
Dust  unto  dust; 

Unto  God  the  spirit, 
Where,  such  our  trust, 

Life  it  doth  inherit. 


1/      I  I        I 

3  Though  we  may  mourn 

Those  on  earth  the  dearest, 
They  shall  return, 

Christ,  when  Thou  appearest! 
Then  let  Thy  voice 

Comfort  those  now  weeping; 
They  shall  rejoice. 
Now  in  Jesus  sleeping. 


THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 


L.  Mason. 
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"Thy  will  be  ]  done!"  ||  In  devious  way 
The  hurrying  stream  of  |  life  may  |  run;|| 
Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  say,  || 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

"Thy  will  be  |  done!"  ||  If  o'er  us  shine, 
A  gladdening  and  a  |  prosperous  |  sun,  || 


This  prayer  will  make  it  more  divine — J 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

"  Thy  will  be'done ! "  ||  Tho'  shrouded  o'er 
Our  I  path  with  |  gloom,||  one  comfort — one 
Is  ours: — to  breathe,  while  we  adore,  | 
"Thy  will  be  done." 


Close  by  repeating  the  first  two  measures—"  Thy  will  be  done." 


ONE  SWEETLY  SOLEMN  THOUGHT. 


157 


Phebe  Cary. 


From  "HoLBROOK's  Quartet  and  Chonis  Choir.' 


1.  One  sweetly  solemn  thought  Comes  to  me     . 

2.  Nearer  the  bound  of  life,  Where  we  lay  our. 

3.  Father,  perfect  my  trust !  Strengthen  the     . 
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o'er      and      I  o'er: 
bur  -  dens       down; 
might  of  my  I  faith  ; 
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I  am  nearer  home  to-day  Than  I  ever    .     .     .    have 
Nearer  leaving  the  cross ;  Near    ------   er 

Let  me  feel  as  I  would  When  I  stand  on  the  rock  of  the 
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Nearer  my  Father's  house,  WTiere  the  I  many  mansions  )  be;  I  Nearer  .  the 
But  lying  darkly  between.  Winding  down  through  thelnight,  lis  the  deep  and 
Feel  as  I  would  when  my  feet  Are     |  slipping  over  the  jbrink  :|  For  itmaybe,I'm 
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great  white 
un  -  known 
near    -    er 
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throne, 
stream, 
home. 
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Nearer  the  . 
That  leads  at 
Nearer .     .    . 


crys  -  tal 
last  to  the 
now  than  I 
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sea. 

light. 

think. 
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A  series  of  31  volumes  of  bound  music,  of  full  sheet  musi« 
size,  containing  all  the  essentially  good  music  which  has  ever  been 
published  in  sheet  form. 

Each  book  is  complete  in  itself,  and  contains  ten  times  tha 
amouut  of  music  which  could  be  bought  for  the  same  price  if 
issued  in  sheet  music  form. 

The  possessor  of  one  or  more  volumes  will  find  them  full  to  »e- 
pletion  with  the  most  popular  and  standard  songs  of  the  day, 
while  a  complete  set  makes  a  library  of  the  best  music  of  the  past 
one  hundred  years,  which  cannot  be  excelled. 

The  accompaniments  in  all  the  books  of  vocal  music  may  b» 
played  either  upon  the  Pianoforte  or  Keed  Organ. 
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'Welcome  Home. 
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The  Cluster  of  Oems. 
Parlor  Music.    2  vols. 
The  Home  Circle.  2  vols. 
]ja  Creme  de  la  Creme. 
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Th«  Musical  Treasure. — 200  pages. 


U'uUonn  in  style  and  binding,  any  book  will  be  sant,  post-free,  for 
$2.00  in  boards;  $2.50  in  cloth;  $3.00  in  fall  gilt* 
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